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3052 SWORD POINT 
Perfect sweater bra! Points up 
bosom A goon Youthful s 

comfort assured b: 


port and as: 

finest catia lastex. Sheer en 
marquisette at top of bust. 
Peek-a-boo straps for cleavage 
interest. Notice specially de- 


signed ‘ow back. White only. 
Sizes 32-36A, 32-388, 

34 to 40C cup $3.95 
Sizes 34 to 400. $5.00 


Bh vies BANGER CURVES 

French look bra has stitched 
5-section cups for that glam- 
orous pointed “eg Rayon 
satin ~ net-lined for firm sup- 
port. in Jet Black or Gardenia 
hg Priced so low. Sizes 32 


to 38C cup $3.50 


#2629 VAMPIRE WES 
Plunge neck —— cleav- 


ing rayon and acetate faille 
sheath style, slits in front to 
reveal. Back lunges too, with 
dramatic web of grosgrain 
weavil patter of delight: 
Black, Red or Turquoise. Sizes 
10 to 18. $19.98 


o #2130 WOLIBAY GLORY 
it’s a sheath —but oh, what a 
sheath! aay ay dh yt sere 
a gala glow t 
Satan Black, Angel-wi wing | White. 
Sizes 7 to 15. $12.98 
LE | #2107 LACE LURE 
Frederick's famous pencil strap 
sheath is more sensational 
than ever in clinging Nyion 
rayon taffeta. slit 


yon 
adds leg ee. Black, White, 
Red, Aqua 
Sizes 7 to 15 and 8 to 16 $12.98 
Bes CHEMISE PLEASE 
Dress length chemise cuddier 


leaves something to be dis- 
covered! Permanently pieated 


Big satin bosom 
bow. Nile Green, Orchid, 
or Biack. 
Sizes 32 to 38. aos 


u RONDELAY 

} ~My i run all around to 
flatter your curves. Nylon jer- 
sey clings dramatically. Plunge 
neck, elasticized waist, sheath 
styling and allure. Vampire 
bh — Blue, or Black. Sizes 
o $5.98 


Hy ye 

im elephants 
frolic th eieatiog rhine- 
stone eyes on cloud-sheer 
nylon baby doll and bikini. 
Satin bows. Black, White, Lilac, 
Mint, Red. Sizes 32 to 38. $4.96 


Sithen-smooth rayon satin 


any time of day. 
Step-in zipper front dees 
throated with two-way lapels. 
wide shoulder look 


Flattering 
and pleats accentuate 
slim waist. Gem-stone colors: 
black pearl, ruby red, sapphire 
dive. 10 to 18. $14.98 
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O #3645 CORDUROY CUTIE 
Same dramatic styling as 
#3888 in cotton corduroy 
Coral or Peacock Blue. Sizes 
10 to 18 $14.98 


it | #3218 HIP ENHANCER 
You'll cry, “Hip, Hip, Hooray!" 
see the way this 
secret friend solves all your 
too-siim hip problems! No need 
to be fiat with these remark- 
foam rubber pads — they 
round you out to feminine love- 
liness. Wonderful for equaliz- 


piece crotch, removable gar- 
ters. ite, Black. Waist Sizes 
22 inch to 

30 inch. $8.95 


PADDED 
B yx TWO-TIMER 


Another Frederick's ‘‘first!"* 
Miracle under-an-ounce foam 
rubber pads fit into miracu- 
lousiy shaped pockets on hip 
and Gerrigre. Knitted nyion 
Powerfiex. Black or White. 
Waist sizes 22 in. to 30 in. 

$12.95 


EI 43220 HIDDEN FLATTERY 
This ~~ hides a mighty sec- 
ret rubber 


powernet, “non-roll band cre- 
ates curved line at waist. Cut 


Sizes 23” to So” waist. $6.95 
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#3068 =MINUS FOUR! 

That's right! This 842” rayon- 
satin waist cincher will shave 
4” from your middie. Lightly 
boned throughout. Side hook- 
ing, lace-up front. Attachments 


for arters. White. Sizes 24% 
to 32” waist..A steal at this 
low price. $3.50 


D 

#3387 THE LIVING END 
Frederick's revolutionizes the 
girdie with this sensational 
idea! B-A-R-E T-H-E-R-E! 

gives flattest of = 

yet pushes up the * end” 
for that feminine aa look! 
Grand for sportswear and 
sheaths. White. Sizes 23 to 30 
inch waist $9.95 
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LEARN AT HOME 
IN ONLY 10 WEEKS 


THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE that can 
change your whole life. You can enjoy 
security, independence and freedom from 
money worries . .. there is no recession 
in Nursing. You can earn up to $65.00 a 
week in good times or bad as a Practical 
Nurse. 








yOuR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IM- 
PORTANT . . . mature and older women are 
also desperately needed. In just a few 
short weeks from now, you should be able 
to accept your first cases. 


BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the 
FREE complete information right now. 
There is no cost or obligation and no 
salesman will call upon you. You can 
make your decision to be a Nurse in the 
privacy of your own home. We will send 
you without obligation, your FREE sam- 
ple lesson pages, and your FREE folder 
“Nursing Facts.” 


POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
ROOM 17A129 — 131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. 





I POST GRADUATE SCHOOL oF NURSING I 
' ROOM 174129 — 131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, 1LL.8 
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Cover Photo of Janet Elder 
By Louie Robinson 


TAN’s December cover girl is 
20-year-old Janet Elder, a Chi- 
cago, Ill., postal clerk and pho- 
tographer’s model. 
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Judgments From The Jury 


I have been reading Tan Magazine for sev- 
eral years, and always enjoy the stories and 
articles. I would like to say a special “thanks” 
for the article, “The Last Days Of Billie Hol- 
iday,” in the October issue. There will never 
be another Lady Day—a great voice, a great 
person. Thank you. 

M. Turner 


New Orleans, La. 


I enjoyed reading the story on Billie Holiday 
in the October issue of Tan. She deserves every 
tribute. Please include more stories on enter- 
tainers and celebrities in your magazine. Keep 
up the good work. 

Erva R. Kyle 


Pittsburgh, Pa. 


I have been reading TAN Magazine for al- 
most four years, and | think it is one of the 
best magazines out. 

I enjoy the stories so very much, that I de- 
cided to write. “I Had To Live With My Sin,” 
“I Lied For Love,” and “My Husband Must 
Never Know,” were all wonderful stories. I 
also enjoy the Pen Pal section. 

Miss Eddie Lee Jackson 
Jackson, Miss. 


I am a regular Tan reader, and I sincerely 
enjoy the stories. They are very interesting. 
he most outstanding story to me, was “Fast 
Freight To Hell,” in the issue, because it is a 
teen-ager’s shocking story of how good girls go 
wrong. By the way, your Pen Pals column is 
most interesting. I enjoy it also. Just keep 
up your good work, and I assure you you will 
succeed. 
Mattie Garrett 
New Hyde Park, N. Y. 


I am a regular reader of Tan, and think it’s 
the greatest. I enjoy reading all the stories, but 
“I Needed More Than Kisses,” in the July 
issue was just about the best one I’ve read. 
Also, “Too Quick To Blame Him,” was very 
interesting.- Please print more stories like 
these. Thanks a lot. 

Bessie Wills 


King William County, Va. 


I recently bought one of your fabulous TaN 
magazines, and, among others, I read the story, 
“Fast Freight To Hell.” It was real great. I 
enjoyed reading it. Also, I thought LaJune 
Hundley, your cover girl, was simply beautiful. 
Let’s see more of her, and keep up the good 


work, 
Frankie Bonds 
Moneta, Va. 
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I am a reader of your magazine, and I 


would like to write to some of your faithful 
readers, through your Pen Pal column. I 
would appreciate very much if I could be- 
come a Pen Pal. 


[ am a young man, and | would like to hear 
from girls 18 to you name it. I am a musician 
by trade, and I enjoy singing, writing songs, 
short stories for magazines, and I like people. 
[ also enjoy dancing, blind dates, swimming, 
horseback riding, playing golf, and most of 
[ enjoy TAN for my favorite monthly 


magazine. 
I'll gladly exchange photos. 
Maurice Delania 
Post Office Box 718 
Berkeley 4, Calif. 


[ have been a reader of TAN Magazine for 
quite some time, and I would appreciate it 
very much if you would publish my name in 
our Pen Pal section. 

[ am 2] years of age, brown complexion, 
brown eyes, dark brown hair. I am 9’ 5” tall, 
und I weigh 115 lbs. My hobbies are writing 
sewing, listening to music (of all 
kinds), collecting postcards, cooking and 
dan ing 

[ would like to correspond with young men 
and women from the ages of 18 to 30. I hope 
omeone will answer my plea and become a 
Pen Pal with me. 


tters 


Patricia Morton 
509 Amelia St. 
Fredericksburg, Va. 


I'm a regular reader of TAN Magazine, 
and would like to become a member of your 
Pen Pal club. 

I would like to correspond with young men 
between the ages of 19 and 22 from al! over 
the world. I’m 18 years old, 5’ 4”, 110 lbs. 
[ have a dark complexion, with brown eyes. 
My interests are listening to all types of 
records (jazz), writing, and dancing. I will 
exchange all photos and answer all letters. 

Helen Cummings 
742 McDonough St. 
Brooklyn 33, N. Y. 


[ have just purchased the September issue 
of your wonderful magazine. I would like very 
much to have my name appear in the Pen Pal 
section of one of your issues. I would like to 
correspond with girls from all parts of the 
world 

[ am 21 years old, 5’7%” tall, weigh 162 
lbs., black (slightly greying) hair, and brown 
eyes. | am stationed in the isolated base of 
Sandrestrom, Greenland. My present hobby is 
photography, and I enjoy all types of music. 

| promise to answer all letters. 

A/2C Montell Currie 
4084th Inst. Sq., Box 114 
APO 121 

New York, N. Y. 


| am a reader of TAN Magazine and I would 
like to correspond with girls of all races. I 
2m 16 years of age, 5’9” tall, and have black 
eyes and black hair. I am considered hand- 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


some, and have a nice personality. 

I am a recording artist and songwriter. My 
hobbies are collecting rare money and stamps. 
I will gladly exchange photos and exchange 
letters, and I will answer all letters. | am look- 
ing to hear from you girls. 

Alvis Van K. Jackson 
1427 Wallace St. 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 


I am a regular reader of TAN Magazine, and 
would like to become a member of your Pen Pal 
Club. I would like to receive letters from boys 
and girls in the U. S. and Jamaica, between the 
ages of 19 and 26. I am 19 years old, 5’2”, and 
I weigh 110 lbs. I would like to receive letters 
from Jamaica, because I have heard so much 
about the island and I am very much inter- 
ested. 

My hobbies are art, typing, sewing, design- 
ing clothes and reading. 

Gwendolyn Rhea 
2017 Ingersoll Place 
Seattle 44, Wash. 


I would like you to enter my name in your 
Pen Pal columns. I am 22 years old. I am a 
Liberian, my complexion is dark brown. I 
would like to correspond with men and women, 
boys and girls of any age, regardless of race, 
color, creed or religion. 

I shall be very eager to answer all letters. 

John Himie Payne 
c/o Dept. of Public 
Works & Utilities 
Division of Highways 
Post Office Box 129 


Monrovia, Liberia 


I am an ardent reader of TAN Magazine and 
would appreciate your placing my name in 
your Pen Pal column. I am 21 years old; 
height, 5’8”; complexion, light brown; black 
hair and am considered moderately attractive. 

I would like to correspond with some young 
men between the ages of 22-27. I am a recent 
college graduate and I am interested in com- 
mercial art as a hobby. Please publish my 
letter soon. Thanks loads. 

Miss Shirley Johnson 
1440 W. 23rd St. 


Jacksonville, Fla. 


I just began reading your magazine the 
month before last, but now you’ve won yourself 
a customer for as long as you continue to pub- 
lish your fine magazine. It would be the an- 
swer to my prayer if you’d publish my letter. 

I would like to hear from girls back in “the 
States.” I’m a colored soldier, stationed way up 
in Fairbanks, Alaska, and very lonely. I’m 18% 
years old, 5’7”, weigh 170 lbs., and have a fair 
complexion. I don’t smoke or drink, like rock 
’n’ roll music, writing poetry, and free lance 
writing. 

I will answer all letters and exchange photos. 
Please, girls, don’t let me down! 

Pvt. John Conover 

Co. A, Ist B.G., 9th Inf. 
APO 937 

Seattle, Wash. 


I would like to have my name in your Pen 
Pal section, and to correspond with boys and 
girls all over the world between the ages of 
16-19. I’m 16 years old, have black hair, brown 
eyes, and brown complexion. I will answer all 
letters and exchange photos if asked. 

Olivia Marshall 
1966 Indiana St. 
Gary, Ind. 


I am a regular TAN reader, and I think this 
magazine is tops. I would be very grateful if 
you would permit me to join your Pen Pal 
club. I am 16 years old, height 5’24%”, hobbies 
are singing, drawing, dancing, writing and mu- 
sic. I am a mixture of half Negro, Chinese, 
and Indian, have brown eyes, black shoulder- 
length hair. 

I would like to correspond with young boys 
and girls all over the world, so you girls and 
boys who would like having a West Indian girl 
as a Pen Pal, do write soon. I hope to hear 
from as many as possible. 

Miss Verna Beddoe 
20 Victoria St. 
San Fernando 


Trinidad, B.W.I. 


My name is William Charles Randle, age 16. 
I would like to correspond with girls between 
the ages of 14 and 17, from America, Jamaica, 
B.W.I., and other countries. My weight is 155 
Ibs. I am 57%” tall. I have black hair, brown 
eyes, and a light brown complexion. 

My hobbies are collecting records, basket- 
ball, and football. I promise to answer each 
and every letter received. Will exchange pho- 


tos if asked. 
William C. Randle 
312 East Avenue E 
Temple, Tex. 


I have been a reader of your magazine for 
years, and I look forward to each issue. I would 
like to have my name entered in your Pen Pal 
column. 

I am 33 years old, 5’2”, light brown complex- 
ion. I would love to receive letters from any- 
one who would be interested. I do quite a bit 
of work in the church, as I play the piano and 
organ. 

All letters will be answered promptly. 

Miss Regina Carter 
2753 Franklin 
Denver, Colo. 


I’m a TAN reader, and enjoy your magazine. 
I would like to have my name entered in your 
Pen Pal columns. I’m 19 years old, light brown 
complexion, brown hair, black eyes. I weigh 
120 lbs., and am 5’7”"tall. 

I'm a student at Livingstone College in Salis- 
bury, North Carolina. I’m interested in cui- 
responding with young men from the ages of 
19 to 24, regardless of race. I will exchange 
photographs, and answer all letters promptly. 
Thank you for your consideration. 

Barbara J. Bostic 
163-11—107th Ave. 
Jamaica 33, N. Y. 
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By EVE LYNNE 


D EAR EVE: 

I am 24 years of age, unhappily mar- 
ried, and have been for the past eight 
years. I married out of spite to my re- 
gret, and I tried to stick it out because of 
my ¢hildren. Now I find things are so 
bad my doctor says if I continue to stay 
with my husband I'll suffer a nervous 
breakdown. My minister says stay for 


the children’s sake, and now I don’t 
know what to do. I have no feeling or 
love for my husband at all. No, there is 
no one else at the present, and I feel it 
will be quite some time before there is. 
What do you think I should do, Eve? 
Your advice will be greatly appreciated. 

V.A.W. 
Dear V.A.W.: 

You have shown clear thinking in 
consulting professional help. I believe 
that your minister, on further consulta- 
tion, would agree that you'd be of little 
value to your children if you should have 
severe emotional distress. Do whatever 
is necessary to keep that clear thinking. 


Dear Eve: 

I have recently married, and I have a 
two-and-a-half-year-old son who is not 
my husband’s child. He is very nice to 
me, but I can’t get him to reach my son. 
Yet, he isn’t mean to him, but I want it 
to be more a father-son relationship, 
rather than being strangers. On the 
other hand, my baby is simply crazy 
about my husband. Can you tell me 
anything that may help bring the two to- 
gether? 

Mrs. R.B.D. 























Dear Mrs. R.B.D.: 

Perhaps the best thing you can do to 
bring your son and your husband closer 
together is not to try too hard, just be 
patient and give him time. Act natural, 
and as if he is the boy’s father. The 
physical fact of being a father does not 
make a father. Your husband, in pro- 
viding for your son, spending time daily 
with him, slowly watching him develop 
into a little human person, will actually 
be his real father. 


Dear Eve: 

My wife likes to go out and drink, and 
I don’t care for going out. I like to drink 
but only at home. Tell me the best thing 
to do. She says she is not going to stop 
it, but she tells me she loves me. I do 
all I can to make her happy. 

Confused Man 
Dear Confused: 

Not even identical twins like to do 
exactly the same things all of the time. 
It is unrealistic to hope so. You and 
your wife must have enough love for 
compromise—sometimes you should go 
out for an evening’s entertainment with 
her, and sometimes she should spend 
quiet evenings at home with you. 
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VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


A NORWICH PRODUCT 





Neu! Easier, durer jroteation for youn. 
most jntrmale, wanniag € problond. 


1. Germicidal protection! Norforms are safer and surer than ever! 
A highly perfected new formula releases antiseptic and germicidal 
ingredients right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base melts at 
body temperature, forming a powerful protective film that permits 
long-lasting action. Wilf not harm delicate tissues. 
2. Deodorant protection! Norforms were tested in a hospital 
clinic and found to be more effective than anything it had ever 
used. Norforms are deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) 
“a embarrassing odors, yet have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” odor 


3. Convenience! These small vaginal suppositories are so casy 
@ and convenient to use. Just insert—no apparatus, mixing or meas- 
uring. They’re greaseless and they keep in any climate. Your drug- 
gist has them in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


Trak informative Norforms booklet 
Just mail this coupon to Dept. T-912 
Norwich Pharmacal Co., Norwich, 


N.Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms 
booklet, in a plain envelope. 
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he beauty-cream deodorant. 
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LIVE MODERN! 


Avoid Embarrassing Moments. Now, at last, 
you can know, months — and years ahead, 
when to expect those ‘trying days.” 


PERSONAL CYCLE CALENDAR 


enables you to plan .. . quickly & safely... 
for vacations, parties — even those special 
xccasions. This perpetual PERSONAL CYCLE 
CALENDAR enables you to know the dates at 





a glance. Purse-size . . . unmarked 
nailed in plain envelope, with simple direc- 
ons. Send $1.00 to: 


Centre! Laborateries Dept. 303 
2 East Ave., Larchmont, N.Y. 
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HOME USE! 
Style Me. 340 
only 9495 
aster Eesier For Double 


Side Slent Waves. STURDY DEEP 
CURL WAVE CLAMP mekes latest 
beck of heed styles eesier to handle. 
of styles can be yours — 

and quicker. 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, Inc. 
Dept. Y-i2, Brooklyn 35, New York 








By Margo Hughes 


WAS EARLY in the ayem at the Metropole, a New 

York jazz mecca, and a socially prominent, well-loaded 
industrialist was hearing drummer Cozy Cole carry on for 
the first time. He rewarded Cozy with a crisp $100 bill every 
time he played one of his favorite tunes. 


Redd Foxx, a rather risqué and outspoken night club 
comedian, made his debut at New York’s Town Hall (a 
place strictly reserved for the longhair cats) to provide a 
laugh or two while MC’ing a jazz show. His repertoire 
caught the Hall’s ushers off-balance and left them gasping 
—such goings-on are unheard of in Town Hall. 


Comedian Jerry Lewis, who is a big Basie fan, has 
signed Count Basie and crew to appear in his next Para- 
mount motion picture, Cinderfella. The screenplay is a 
spoof on the old fairy tale, with modern sounds thrown in 
to jazz it up. 


In this world of many magic sounds, “Wild Bill’ 
Davis has come forth with a few fancy organ sounds in 
the latest Jackie Gleason album. Joining two full string 
orchestras, Wild Bill plays around with such gassers as 
Pink Chiffon, Violet Mist, Dawn Desire, Seraglio, etc. 


Trumpeter Dizzy Gillespie officially closed the sum- 
mer jazz festival season (at Randall’s Island) by playing 
one of his own compositions, written especially for the occa- 


sion. The title: Jazz Suite For Those Who Couldn’t Make It. 


Brooklyn theatre had its biggest crowds in history 
when singers Jackie Wilson and Lloyd Price appeared to- 
gether on disc jockey Alan Freed’s bill at the Fox. A hot 
backstage feud was raging over who would work the star 
spot and close the show, but Jackie won out and drew a 


$20,000 paycheck for the 12-day stint. 


Rock ’n’ roll promoters way down yonder in New Or- 
leans are so disgusted with the behavior of audiences, especi- 
ally when Ray Charles and Fats Domino hold forth, they 
are now issuing warnings to the hand-clapping crowds that 
there positively must not be any 
dancing in the aisles. Every other 
cat in the audience from now on is a 
law cat, with a persuader, to prove 
they mean business. 


Funnyman Timmie Rogers has 
always made it a practice to rehearse 
his routines at home—finds it more 
relaxing. Since home is located in 
a large (Continued on Page 59) 
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_— TIME I FEEL THE SPIRIT/Nat King Cole (Capitol): The most sur- 

prising thing about this album to thousands of music lovers will be that it is the 
great pop singer Nat Cole singing religious music. The most frustrating thing about 
it to many of these thousands is that they will be able to walk into no church in the 
country and hear such polished—and oftimes tricky—delivery of gospel music as 
is presented here by Mr. Cole, aided and abetted by Chicago’s First Church of De- 
liverance Choir, and Conductor Gordon Jenkins. 

The truth is, Cole and religious music are no strangers to each other; his father 
is a Chicago minister, the Rev. E. J. Coles (Nat dropped the “s” from his own 
last name). 

The further truth is, this album rocks. And the rocking starts with the opening 
tune, from which the album title is taken. In addition to Nat and the choir feeling 
the spirit on this, it is evident that the piano is pretty spirited, too. Then there’s the 
foot-tapper / Want To Be Ready, which has a swinging organ behind it. Nat breaks 
the mood with the beautiful Sweet Hour Of Prayer, but goes back in the groove 
with Down By The River Side. Nat’s | Found The Answer is soft and symbolic. 
Then there’s Standin’ In The Need Of Prayer, which has a beat which, behind an- 
other type of music, could only be described as rock ’n’ roll. 

The flip side will cause many a listener to really flip, especially over the hand- 
clapping break on Oh, Mary Don’t You Weep. This is followed by the wonderful 
Go Down, Moses, masterfully done with simple sincerity. After that, there’s Nobody 
Knows The Trouble I’ve Seen, In The Sweet By And By, I Couldn’t Hear Nobody 
Pray and Steal Away. 

The album notes declare: “While this is the first time Nat has recorded an album 
of spirituals, these are all songs this minister’s son has known and loved since child- 
hood. And he sings them, as you’d suspect, just exactly right.” 
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A rebellious girl and a restless boy; that’s 
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frequently ends with an illegitimate child. 
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This is not just a problem for the immoral or 


the people across the tracks. It’s your neigh- 


bor’s problem . .. and, perhaps, even yours 


F YOU HAVE an unmarried sister, a 
sweetheart or a teen-age girl living 
next door chances are 20 to one that she 
will have an illegitimate baby this year. 
The hard, blunt fact is that illegiti- 
macy is increasing in the United States, 
especially among teen-agers, according 
to Mrs. Katherine Brownell Oettinger, 
chief of the U. S. Children’s Bureau. 
The number of such births has risen from 
88,000 in 1932 to 176,000 in 1959 with 
approximately one third of the illegal 
offsprings born to teen-agers. 

Some experts estimate that every 14th 
child born today is illegitimate, while 
other authorities say one out of 12 child- 
births has not been legalized. Whether 
these figures represent a decrease in 
moral values or an increase in doing 
what comes naturally has been the most 
debated subject since single beds were 
invented. 

From primitive societies, where the 
unmarried mother was put to death, to 
18th Century England, where she was 
sentenced to prison—from Puritan New 
England, where she was branded, to 
present-day America, where she is still 
regarded as a bad woman—the unmar- 
ried mother has been society’s misunder- 
stood woman. Even today, civilized 
community leaders in Virginia, Miss., 
and other areas are recommending such 
remedies as jailing all women who have 
more than one illegitimate child and 
sterilizing mothers who have more than 
three illegal children. 

Sometime such proposals bring heated 
discussions among the experts such as 
the one which resulted when Raleigh 
Hobson, welfare director of Rich- 
mond, Va., declared that illegitimacy 
must be curbed among Negroes because 
it is 10 times higher than among white 
people. Jumping to her feet, Mrs. 
Ernestine Merriam, white former direc- 
tor of Child Service in Richmond chal- 
lenged Hobson from the floor of the 
Virginia Welfare Assn. convention. 

“Far be it from me to argue with the 
U. S. Census,” Mrs. Merriam declared, 
“but I think the percentage is too high. 
It does not take into consideration the 


fact that members of the white group 
are usually protected from registering a 
birth as illegitimate. There is a rise of 
illegitimacy among the higher cultures 
too.” 

Regardless of one’s attitude toward 
these children born out of wedlock, the 
fact remains that the increasing num- 
ber of children without fathers are 
creating problems for schools, jails, 
social agencies, taxpayers and mothers. 
Furthermore, a fatherless child faces a 
stigma for life and his unwed mother is 
often treated as a social outcast—unless 
she receives Aid to Dependent Children. 

However, our society will hardly ever 
reach the point where it approves of such 
unmarried women as a Chicago mother 
with three children who was applying 
for more aid. Asked by the social 
worker if she was employed, the mother 
replied: “Well, ma’am, I used to go out 
by the day, but now I work full time 
for the ADC. They send me $190 a 
month.” 

Although much criticism has been 
directed at the ADC, few critics have ex- 
hibited any real understanding of the 
problem. Welfare officials say attention 
should be focused on the entire problem 
of illegitimacy instead of just the unwed 
Negro mother who doesn’t have anyone 
but the public agencies to turn to when 
she becomes pregnant. 

“It is my impression,” says Milwaukee 
Children’s Judge John J. Kenney, “that 
nine out of ten white women having an 
illegitimate child can release it for adop- 
tion. Not one in ten colored women is 
able to surrender her child.” Cultural 
differences also account for the higher 
percentage of unwed mothers in the 
Negro community, experts have found. 

In the white community, unmarried 
pregnancy carries a strong social stigma. 
Great effort is made by the girl or her 
family to keep the situation secret. Often 
she goes to another area to have her 
child. The modern attitude is that it is 
usually best for the girl not to try to rear 
the child herself. There are several pri- 
vate agencies ready to serve the white 
girl and the clamor for white children 


to adopt makes it possible to arrange a 
good placement. Although white women 
often have more than one illegitimate 
child it is true, but the fact that illegiti- 
macy carries a stigma which increases 
family and community problems has 
served to curb the practice. 

Among Negroes, however, less shame 
is attached to giving birth out of wedlock 
and to keeping an illegitimate child in 
the mother’s home. Under slavery and 
the present peonage rule in some parts | 
of the South, Negro children are wel- 
comed under any circumstances as addi- 
tions to the labor force. 

Slaves and tenant farmers often were 
not permitted to use the legal marriage 
rites of white society. Family ties were 
broken by the sales of fathers and chil- 
dren. Where family and marital rites 
were recognized among Negroes at all, 
they often were treated lightly by whites 
and in consequence by Negroes too. 
Cultural attitudes based on these early 
patterns still exists in modern segre- 
gated society as evidenced by common 
law marriages among Negroes, unequal 
justice in courts for rape of Negro wom- 
en and patronizing welfare ADC. 

As illegitimacy increases relative to 
the national birth rate, the closer the 
problem comes to every home. Thus 
children born out of wedlock are no 
longer a social tragedy that happens just 
to “other people.” It is happening to the 
people we know. As Dr. Goodrich 
Schauffler, leading obstetrician of Port- 
land, Ore., told a recent American Medi- 
cal Assn. convention. “The problem, to 
put it bluntly, is with the children of our 
neighbors, our associates and ourselves.” 

Since this is true, experts say, then 
illegitimacy and the plight of the unwed 
mother can no longer be pushed into the 
background—condemned and ignored. 
It must be brought into the open, studied 
and understood and treated. Today, 
sociologists, psychiatrists and welfare 
workers are doing just that in an effort 
to find out: 1) what type of girls get 
into “trouble?” 2) Why does this trag- 
edy occur? and, 3) what, if anything 
can be done about it? 

Blaming everyone and _ everything 
from Freud and Kinsey to parents, 
alcohol and automobiles has created the 
sex hysteria in America which caused a 
serious increase in the number of unwed 
mothers, Dr. Schauffler reported. The 
physician says there is still a possibility 
of many happy endings if the unwed 
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Unwed mother, father- 
less child must not be 


banished from society 


couple gets married and child bearing 
becomes a maturing influence. In any 
case, Dr. Schauffler is opposed to abor- 
tion and the condemnation of modern 
society. 

According to Dr. Schauffler, 20th cen- 
tury customs stimulated by newspapers, 
television and entertainment trends have 
made youngsters more aware of sexual 
activity. Coupled with inadequate super- 
vision and bad examples at home, gangs, 
narcotics, two cars in every garage and 
the increased number of motels, modern 
society has made a potential unwed 
mother of every girl, the doctor says. 

No longer is the problem of the child 
born out of wedlock confined to the poor 
working girl. Today, a higher percent- 
age of unmarried mothers are found 
among both high school and college stu- 
dents than ever before. In fact, say social 
workers, the only thing all unwed moth- 
ers have in common is their babies. 
Another common factor appears to be a 
disturbed family background. Having 
an out-of-wedlock child becomes part of 
seeking a way out of their emotional 
dilemma. Mrs. Mary Lawrence, execu- 
tive director of the Jewish Children’s 
Bureau, points out: “Strange as it may 
sound, the unmarried mother is uncon- 
sciously trying to be good rather than 
bad in violating a serious social taboo 
in our society.” 

According to the experts, there are 
four or five main reasons why unmarried 
women become pregnant. First, there is 
the rebellious type who is acting in con- 
tempt of her parents, society and every- 
thing held sacred because she believes 
she is unloved and unwanted. The case 
of a teen-age white girl who rebelled 
against her middle class family because 
of their snobbery and bourgeois preju- 
dices was reported by the New York 
Post. The newspapers said the sociol- 
ogists traced the girl’s behavior to her 
mother’s prejudices after she was put 
out of an eastern college for immoral 
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Your family needs Scotts Emulsion 
...the cod liver oil tonic 


ehelps get rid of the colds they have 








* builds them up against new ones 


Remember, way back, when you 
and most everyone took cod liver 
oil? Mother was sure it was one 
of the best ways to build you up 
and fight off colds. How right she 
was! Now... your whole family 
can get these same cod liver oil 
benefits, without the old taste. Take 
new Scott’s Emulsion to winterize 
your body against colds. 

New Scott’s Emulsion is rich 
in cod liver oil, one of the finest 
sources of the natural A and D 


. 
Scotts Emu Ision . . . specially made to winterize your body against colds ! 


vitamins you need to fight off the 
cold you have now—and to pro- 
tect you from catching new ones. 
And Scott’s Emulsion, fortified 
with calcium, is homogenized, so 
its full benefits start to work 
right away. 

So, if colds seem to drag your 
family down all winter . . . it’s time 
to start taking Scott’s Emulsion 
daily. Buy Scott’s Emulsion, the 
cod liver oil tonic for colds, at 
your drug counter daily. 





Now in two forms: 
Better tasting liquid or 
New tasteless capsules 
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RAY CHARLES TELLS: 


ITHOUT 
EYES 


By 
FANNIE GRANTON 


[TLESS, LEAN, rock ’n’ roll com- 
er-lyricist Ray Charles paced his 
room floor at Washington, D. 
ward Theatre in his usual rest- 
anner as he discussed his philos- 
life. This was minutes after he 
stage where he had given a rol- 
matinee performance to a stand- 
om-only audience. The cheers and 
e, which lasted even after the cur- 
sed, indicated that with them Ray 
was the most. 
had changed into a white sport 
d navy slacks. The only resem- 
he bore to the meticulously ,tail- 
ilk-suited entertainer were the 
isses and the slim form. 
ng like one of the teen-agers who 
his music, Jeff Brown, his man- 
id I sat and listened while Ray, 
arned discretion and deep hu- 
id us what life means to him. 
did he make any reference to 
Iness, yet he told a story of see- 
out eyes. 
yut assistance, Ray pulled ciga- 
m his shirt pocket, lit, smoked 
nguished them with never a halt 
liscussion. While most of the 
put his cigarettes out by run- 
from the dressing room face 
ver them, he once dropped a 
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lighted cigarette on the concrete floor 
and stepped on it to extinguish it. 


Ray has neither any of the fumbling 
motions of a person who can’t see nor 
the alert suspicions. His poise, intelli- 
gence and dignity are similar to these 
same qualities in a sighted person. Like- 
wise, his desires for the finest and best in 
everything—food, clothing, shelter, fam- 
ily life, friends and recreation is like 
that of any normal person. In fact he 
says, “I know exactly what I like and 
what I want.” To prove it, he tells this 
anecdote: “I travel most of the time by 
car and each year I buy a new one. Year 
before last, I didn’t like the lines of my 
car but Jeff thought it was a thing of 
beauty.” 

Ray thereby proved that he knows 
what he likes—by line, feel, shape and 
perception—but mostly by perception. 

Inasmuch as Ray’s awareness of most 
things comes through thinking about 
them, I asked, “Ray what do you think 
about women?” Since you can’t see 
them, how can you tell what they are 
like?” 

In response to my touching a sensi- 
tive spot regarding his private life, Ray 
replied: “I think that an entertainer 
should be especially careful to keep his 
private life private. Since he is before 
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Blind since the age of seven, Ray Charles 
began his professional singing career at 14, 
sang with bands, later with choral groups. 


Charles looks into a 
woman’s soul to see 


what she’s really like 


the public frequently, he is the object of 
discussion by the curious and his actions 
can become controversial. With some 
awareness of the adverse publicity given 
the private lives of some entertainers, I 
wish to avoid giving publicity to my pri- 
vate life.” 

When I assured Ray that I appreci- 
ated his right to privacy, he talked 
freely. 

“T am happily married. The good Lord 
has blessed us with three kids and we’re 
proud of them. I have my health and 
my occupation and my family has some 
measure of happiness. That’s about all 
you can get out of life—a little happi- 
ness. 

“I see in women about what every 
man sees. According to the Bible, the 
Lord put men and women here to help 
each other. Looks are minor to me. I 
go by what I like. I like a woman who is 
intelligent, has a good disposition and a 
pleasant personality. The disposition of 
a woman is very important. Since beauty 
of face can be marred by accident or 
disease, with me facial beauty is not im- 
portant. Any man likes an attractive 
woman. But often you see a beautiful 
woman and an ugly man or vice versa. 
People may in- (Continued on Page 57) 





ATE 
. oR TE 


ROCK ISLAND 









- 
VA 








“WICKEL PLATE [ 


TRAIN 







Crrv oF Gacaso 
Wes rencen 




















[ ran away from a cruel, t 


drunken step fa ther into 





the arms of a jealous, 
alcoholic husband. One 

was just as bad as the 

other. I had to keep running 
now and never look back. It 
was too late to change things 


—And it was too late for tears 












TOO 


LATE 
FOR TEARS 


Ts SLEEK BLACK CAR slid up 
slong the curb beside me, skidding 
1» bit on the wet street as the driver 
slammed on the brakes with a stomp of 
Marie,” the young, wide-eyed 
behind the wheel called out to me, 

“ox m in out of the cold.” 
Hi, Bud,” I said. “No thanks, I'd 

better walk.” 

ar was nearly full of my class- 


it as Liz Brewster’s. “Things like keepin’ 
your old man from crawlin’ down your 
neck? Honey, you’re awful old to be so 
scared of your folk. You're a big girl 
now.” 

“Yes, indeedy,” drawled Bud, grin- 
ning and giving me an appreciative, 
up-and-down look that I was becoming 
sort of used to getting from the boys in 
school now. I blushed under Bud’s gaze 
and at the same time wanted to cut Liz’s 
throat. Just because she had the reputa- 
tion of running around town with every 
Tom, Dick and Harry that happened to 
have a car or a couple of bucks in his 
pocket didn’t give her the right to try to 
make me ashamed that I didn’t. I de- 
cided to just ignore her. 

“See you around,” I said and walked 
off down the street. 


The problem started at home. with that 


eagle-eyed., clammy-hand landlord. 


Then there was 


Wama sick all the time 





nates, two boys and a girl in the front 
eat and the same in the back. It was 
Bud Jordan’s car. Good looking and per- 
mable, Bud always had some of the 
gang with him after school when he 
t working. For nearly two years, 
id been helping his father after 
in their supermarket. Business 
had been good, and Bud had earned 
ugh, with the help of his father, to 
buy his own car. He was fun-loving and 
sdventurous, but net what you would 


he h 


hour 


ali wild. 

The kids were still trying to get me 
te n them. 

‘Aw, come on,” one of the fellows 
said, “We're gonna’ ride out to Jack’s 
for a warm nip. No point in not 


keepin’ yourself fortified in this kind of 


Marie,” one of the girls added, 
‘We won't be gone long.” 

And Baby, it’s sho’ nuff cold out- 
side,” another boy’s voice cut in from 


Yeah 


I pulled my not-too-warm coat a little 
closer about my neck. 

[ don’t have far to walk,” I said, 

y my head, “And | got things to 

do. Go ahead and have a good time.” 

‘Things like what?” came a sharp, 

| voice from the car. I recognized 





The hot steam heat of our apartment 
building hit me the moment I stepped 
inside the door, sending a rich, warm 
feeling through me, chasing out the icy 
cold. I began unbuttoning my coat and 
slipped it off my shoulders onto one arm 
as I walked down the hallway. As | 
grabbed the stair post and took a couple 
of steps toward the second floor, Mr. 
Jenkins, the landlord, threw open the 
door of his first-floor apartment and 
stepped halfway into the hall. 

“Hello, Marie,” he said, smiling. “Just 
getting in from school?” 

“Yes, Mr. Jenkins,” I said, feeling my 
face flush. Mr. Jenkins had that certain 
way of looking at me like the boys in 
school. Only I knew most of them were 
just trying to be smart. But Mr. Jenkins, 
well, he was sort of frightening. Not 
really, but a little bit. He had big, 
bulging eyes set into his thin face, and a 
hawk nose. He was a small man, nearly 
60, with wrinkled, bony hands and a 
weather-beaten tan. 

“How did things go in school today?” 
he asked. 

“All right.” 

“Have a little fun?” 

“Yes,” 

He was stalling now, like he always 
did, with his eyes fixed on the swelling 








and dipping lines of my tight pink 
sweater. He ran his dark red tongue 
quickly over his lips. 

“I guess it’s pretty cold outside,” he 
said, desperately trying to make conver- 
sation. Anything to keep me standing 
there a little longer so he could look. 

“Yes, Mr. Jenkins,” I said. “It’s very 
cold.” And then I moved swiftly on up 
the steps. Even without looking back, I 
knew what he was doing as I climbed the 
stairs. He was taking a good look at 
my legs. 

Once inside our apartment I went 
straight to the bedroom where my 
mother had lain for months now, struck 
down by an elusive malady that left her 
too weak to leave her bed except for a 
few minutes each day. 

“Hi, Mama,” I said, going to her and 
kissing her cheek. We talked for a few 
minutes and then I heard my stepfather’s 
heavy footsteps coming in from the 
kitchen. 

“Well,” his sharp voice boomed, “yuh 
certainly took your own sweet time 
about coming home.” 

“T walked straight from school,” I 
said. 

“I told you before I’m not goin’ to be 
late for work hangin’ around here waitin’ 
for you to come draggin’ in.” 

“T come as fast as I can.” 

“Tt’s all right, Frank,” Mama said, “I 
don’t have to have somebody here every 
minute of the day.” 

““What’s she got to do that’s more im- 
portant than coming home?” my step- 
father shot back. “You can spoil this 
girl if you want to, Bess, but I’m warn- 
ing you that you’re asking for trouble.” 

“Frank, please,” Mama pleaded in a 
voice that was barely more than a whis- 
per. My stepfather turned and stalked 
out of the apartment. 

I guess it was all a little too much for 
me; being made fun of in front of 
friends by Liz Brewster, having to let old 
man Jenkins look at me like he was un- 
dressing me, and then my stepfather 
storming at me for nothing at all. I 
broke into tears. 

“What makes him like that, Mama?” 
I sobbed, throwing my head on Mama’s 
chest. “I haven’t done anything to him, 
nothin’ at all, and he’s always ridin’ 
me.” 

“Oh, Marie,” Mama soothed, “you 
mustn’t cry about it. Frank isn’t really 
mean. You just have to understand him, 
that’s all. He works, awfully hard at the 








I never feared being alone in the city until 
I got off the train, then I realized I was.all 
by myself in my need, and no one cared. 











TOO 
LATE 
FOR 


steel mill, on the night shift and all. And 
he has to sleep in the daytime and never 
has time to go out and have any fun— 
me lyin’ here helpless like this.” There 
was bitterness in her last words, and I 
saw a tear swell and grow in the corner 
of he! eye. 

‘But what does he want me to do?” 
I wailed. 

‘Nothin’ Marie. Just remember that 
it isn’t easy for Frank. It never has 
When he was a young man, he 
was a good salesman, but I guess he was 
a little too carefree for his boss, and 
always working when he should 


been 


wasn ft 


T didn’t want to go 


TEARS 


how it was between my stepfather and 
me. 

But knowing why my stepfather didn’t 
like me didn’t help matters much. Espe- 
cially since I still had to listen to his 
accusations and fits of temper. Once, 
when he nearly had a hemorrhage about 
my staying out so late at a football game 
with Jack Williams, I wanted to slap him 
in the face with the truth about his 
jealousy. I wanted him to know that I 
knew he resented me because I repre- 
sented the man Mama had loved before 
him. Now that Daddy was dead, I was 
the living reminder. But I said nothing. 
I didn’t want to hurt Mama anymore 
than she was hurting already. 

And too, I felt I could overlook my 
stepfather that night, because he rarely 
went into a dither when | went out with 
Jack. He was four years older than I, 
22, and his father was the foreman in 
my stepfather’s section at the mill. Either 
fear or friendship caused my stepfather 
to be friendly toward Jack. But just let 


off and leave Mama, 


Gut I couldn't stay home and take my 


9) es abuse. 





have been. He finally fell out with the 
company. He used to own a tavern, too, 
back about the time you were born. And 
a lot of people liked him and came to 
the place. But pretty soon some other 
oldtime tavern owners began putting the 


squeeze on, and made it tough for Frank 
to get equipment and stock and things. 
The place finally folded and it left Frank 
pretty bitter. Since then he’s always felt 
cheated out of things.” 


Mama paused for a long while, and 
then she said: 

| don’t know if I should say this or 

not, but sometimes I think he resents the 


fact that I was married to your father 
first. He feels that he was cheated out 
of part of me, too. Especially now. I’m 
not well and pretty anymore. He can’t 
take me places and show me off.” 


Is that why he doesn’t like me, 


Mama?” I asked, “because I’m part of 
Daddy ?’ 

“Oh, no, child.” 

[ got up and walked out of the room, 
drying my eyes. Mama was right, she 
shouldn’t have told me. Now I knew 
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I had to get away 


me mention going out with somebody 
else, or asking another boy to come to 
the house, and you would have thought 
I said a dirty word from the way my 
stepfather would take off. 


I GUESS that’s what finally drove me 

to it; to consider marrying Jack. | 
never wondered whether I loved him; it 
didn’t seem necessary. We had fun to- 
gether and he wanted to marry me. I 
was eighteen by then, a year out of high 
school and working, but it didn’t help 
matters at home any. I was helping to 
buy Mama’s medicine and paying my 
share of the room and board, but my 
stepfather was still determined I should 
be reminded almost daily that he was 
head of the house. But the fact that I 
was working and growing more inde- 
pendent, even ever so slowly, seemed to 
have undermined his security even more. 
With the little money I was now saving 
him, he developed a sudden and constant 
dependence upon liquor. I grew to hate 
both him and whisky. 

And I was still having trouble with 





old man Jenkins. Only worse now. He 
nearly burst a blood vessel every time he 
saw me. And anytime he got within 
arm’s length, he would find some reason 
to touch me, or to brush against me 
where he shouldn’t. It was like a daily 
interlude with an octopus. But I couldn’t 
tell anybody. After all, what for? He 
was an old man and I could handle him, 
even if it did take some fast footwork 
sometimes. 

Even my stepfather didn’t know until 
the night he stayed home from work be- 
cause he had too much to drink. I had 
come in late from work after Bud and 
some of the gang had picked me up. It 
was in the sweltering heat of summer 
and we drove out to a drive-in for din- 
ner. Mr. Jenkins heard me come in and 
hemmed me up in the hallway, between 
the door to his apartment and the stair- 
way. He made the usual feeble conversa- 
tion, his eyes fastened to the thin net 
blouse that revealed my skin-tight linge- 
rie in unrestrained blue splendor. | 
guess it was too much for the old boy. 
He came and put him arm around me 
clumsily. 

“You look tired Marie,” he mumbled, 
“why don’t you stop in my room for a 
while. Pick yourself up with a drink 
before you climb those old stairs.” 

“No thanks, Mr. Jenkins, I don’t 
drink.” 

““Aw come on, Marie, you're a big girl 
now.” His hands began to crawl around 
me. 

“Yeah, I know,” I said, pulling away, 
“I’m over the legal limit.” 

I laughed a little as I spun away from 
him, partly at my own sudden humor 
and partly because I didn’t want to hurt 
the old man’s feelings too much. The 
rent was high enough as it was, and 
apartments were scarce. 

Mr. Jenkins grabbed at me almost 
desperately with both hands, but I 
giggled and slipped from his grasp. 

I don’t know how long my stepfather 
had been standing there, or how the little 
episode looked from where he was at the 
head of the stairs, but he was breathing 
fire and alcohol when I got up there. 

“So now it’s the landlord,” he snarled 
as I faced him outside our apartment 
door. “Young or old, you give them all 
a play, don’t you?” 

“What are you talking about?” I 
asked coldly. “And why aren’t you at 
work?” 

“You seem to be at ‘work’ all right,” 








intil 


- be- 
had 


and 


ink 
n’t 


‘irl 


nd 


irt 
he 
nd 








he said nastily. “You little tramp!” 

The harsh, lying words stung like 
iodine in an open wound. 

“You drunken bum!” I yelled back at 
him, surprised at the anger that rose in 
my own throat. 

His face wrenched into an animal-like 
fierceness, his eyes bloodshot and flash- 
ing wildly. He lunged at me, striking 
out viciously with the palm of his right 
hand. It sent a red hot pain searing 
through my cheek and into my temples. 
The force of his blow brought the inside 
of my mouth hard against my sharp, 
even teeth, causing the soft flesh to tear. 
As I reeled back against the wall, staring 
unbelievingly at my stepfather, whose 
maniacal look had shifted swiftly to one 
of uncertainty and shame, I felt a warm 
trickle of blood escape the corner of my 
mouth and skid off down my chin. 

The next day, I told Jack Williams I 
would marry him. 

It was as simple as that. By marrying 
Jack I could get away from the abuses 
and restrictions imposed upon me at 
home. Fortunately, the strange illness 
that had overcome my mother was sub- 
siding almost as mysteriously as it had 
set in. She was recovering, so I felt no 
obligation to stay at home on her 
account. As for my stepfather, I thought 
that if I stayed in the house another day, 
I would kill him. 


HE NEWFOUND FREEDOM I ex- 

perienced with Jack brought an un- 
believable happiness. I imagined it was 
something like being suddenly released 
from what had been a life-long prison 
sentence. We moved into an apartment 
across town, and I spent my leisure 
hours painting, planning, making cur- 
tains and picking out furniture. It was 
fun and I was delirious. For me, all my 
new happiness was tied in with Jack, and 
I was grateful to him. In a way, I sup- 
posed I loved him. It was the nearest 
thing to that emotion I had ever felt, ex- 
cept for my mother. This was going to 
be a grand, new life, I felt. But it wasn’t. 

Perhaps, new freedom and a new mar- 
riage after a lifetime of being kept 
cooped up from the outside world do not 
mix well. I felt that now I could go 
anywhere I pleased any time. The 
friends I had never been able to invite 
to my stepfather’s home, I could invite 
to mine. The parties and good times I 
had missed for fear of bringing down 
my stepfather’s anger, or because my 


mother was too ill for me to leave her, I 
didn’t have to miss anymore. It was all 
wonderful and thrilling, until I realized 
Jack didn’t want it that way. 

The first three months, all went well, 
and then Jack began to complain about 
the girls who came to the house. More 
and more he shunned the parties on 
some thin excuse, and took to berating 
fellows who had been friends of mine 
since I was a kid. 

“What does that guy want hanging 
around here?” Jack stormed one eve- 
ning when I told him Bud and a friend 
were coming over. “What do you see in 
him anyhow?” It wasn’t an accusation, 

















































as if Bud and I were up to anything, so 
I didn’t mind the question. 

“What does anybody see in Bud?” I 
replied. “He’s just a guy who’s good for 
a lot of laughs. The real life-of-the- 
party type.” 

“Nuts!” 

“Okay. So he doesn’t have to come 
tonight. I'll call and make some excuse.” 

“Tonight or any other night he doesn’t 
have to come,” Jack snapped. 

And so it started. I realized, too late, 
that Jack was as insanely jealous as my 
stepfather. He questioned my almost 
every move away from home, insisted 
that I come in (Continued on Page 72) 
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by the devil 


One minute my husband had a job 
and friends and a future, the next he had 


only heartbreak and despair. It was as if 
Satan himself had struck 


OMETIMES I THINK the thing I would like to do most 

in the world is to be able to order a whole winter’s coal 

at one time. Imagine having a life so secure you could order 
six months’ coal and know you would be able to use it. 

I'd like a life like that. 

My husband and I want to own our own home and be part 
of our community. We're tired of trying to hide a past that 
always catches up with us. I keep hoping that if people under- 
stood our problem, they might be willing to accept us as we 
are. Perhaps that is too much to expect. I’ve seen shock and 
disgust on the faces of people whom we thought were our 
friends. I’ve seen my husband come home from a job I knew 
he could do capably and well and known from the slump of 
his shoulders that he had lost another position. 

I love my husband. No one knows as I do how good and 
kind and generous he is. If you met him at church or busi- 
ness, you would see a neat, medium tall man with a pleasant 
voice. You would probably like him. Most people do—until 
they find out. 

Johnny is an epileptic. 

It’s strange the effect that word seems to have—epilepsy, 
leprosy, syphilis—people seem to link them together as being 
unclean both of mind and body. In Biblical times, epileptics 
were believed to be possessed by devils. Sometimes | think 
that attitude hasn’t changed very much. 

Johnny and I had been married almost a year when he had 
his first attack. I’m glad it didn’t happen sooner because he 


never would have married me if he had known. I can’t 
imagine life without Johnny. I’m proud of him and I'd rather 
belong to him than to any man in the world. That’s why I get 
so mad | want to beat at the world with my fists when any- 
thing hurts him. 

Even yet it isn’t easy for me to talk about his first illness. 
It hurts so much still that my memory keeps wandering away. 
I want to tell you how happy we were before then, or what we 
plan to do next month. I don’t want to remember that ter- 
rible, terrible day, but I must, for it all begins from then. 

It happened at an office Christmas party. 

We were riding high those days, Johnny and I. We had a 
good car and clothes and a beautiful apartment. In another 
year we hoped to buy our own home and start a family. 
Johnny had a good job with a real estate firm. People said he 
was going places. 

He hadn’t been feeling well for several days. Later he told 
me that what he had was a numbness in his arms and a feel- 
ing of utter terror as if something terrible was about to hap- 
pen. He took headache tablets and blamed it on overwork. 

There were going to be a lot of important people at the 
party. We couldn’t afford to miss it. Johnny had a new tailor- 
made suit. I had a new dress—such a beautiful, beautiful 
dress—the last really good thing, if I had only known it, that 
I was to own. We were all set to make an impression. 

We did. 

I doubt if anyone there that after- (Continued on Page 69) 
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GUESS I’LL always remember 

that August night Dave and | 
were parked in his old convertible 
by the lagoon out in the Forest 
Preserves. I won’t remember it by 
the way the stars looked or because 
there was a big cheesy moon or 
anything like that, but because | 
think it was a turning point in my 
life. 

Maybe it was coming of age, or 
whatever you want to call it. All I 
know is, it seemed to be the very 
first time I ever thought things out 
clearly, about myself, I mean, and 
realized I had to make an impor- 
tant decision. And I had to make 
it all by myself. I couldn’t talk to 
anybody else in the whole wide 
world about it. 

I couldn’t even tell Dave all the 


things that went through my mind 
out there, and later, when I was 
home in bed. I couldn’t tell him 
even though he was feeling some 


of the same things | felt, meeting 














WE 
COULDN'T 
WAIT 10 

MARRY 


We weren't kids any 


longer, not the way we 
felt inside. But nobody 
understood that 


the same new experiences. 

Most of the summer had been building 
up to that night, I guess. Dave and I had 
gone around together all of his last year 
in high school and when summer came, 
well, | guess that’s when we really got 
involved. Most of the girls in my crowd 
in school dated pretty much the same 
way: fool around with a lot of boys at 
first, then settle on one more or less 
special, but keep making a few outside 
dates from time to time. That’s the way 
it was with me, until school was out and 
| realized I wouldn’t be seeing Dave 
every day like before. Without my being 
really aware of it, we had gotten awfully 


close, and the thought of losing him now 
made me kind of heartsick. 

So that summer, while most of the 
kids were changing sweethearts all over 
the place, Dave and I got to be a real 


tight twosome. It seemed like nothing 
was really any fun unless we were to- 
And there wasn’t anybody else 
we could really talk with about things. 
My best girl friend for years had been 
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gether 


June Adams. June was as dizzy as they 
come, and although I liked her, there 
wasn’t anything to be gained by pouring 
my heart out to her, or asking her advice 
about anything. 

My folks were out of it, too. Maybe 
that was the worst part of all. I guess 
I had always wanted to feel real close to 
somebody, but I never had. My sister 
Joan was too young. Billy, my brother, 
was the baby of the family, just six. He 
sure wasn’t good for much of anything. 

Mother and Daddy—well, Daddy 
worked all the time and Mother had her 
hands full with the house and kids and 
all, so—. It wasn’t just their being busy 
that made it so bad, it was just that— 
well, like we hardly knew each other or 
something. We couldn’t ever seem to get 
through to each other. 

Take the time when | was studying 
about evolution and stuff in science 
class. Well, all that business about the 
earth having broken off from the moon 
and cooled in space and life developing 
and everything didn’t sound exactly like 
I had heard the way the world began in 
Sunday School. So I had a few ques- 
tions in my mind. But everytime I would 
try to say anything around the house, 
Mother would say we shouldn’t talk 
about things like that and Daddy would 
act like I had said something against 
God. It wasn’t that at all. I was just 
asking. 

Then there was rock ’n’ roll. Mother 
and Daddy just didn’t dig music like 
that, and didn’t try to understand why 
I liked it. Well, I didn’t dig some of the 
square stuff they liked either, but I 
didn’t walk in and turn the radio off 
while they were listening, the way they 
did to me. 

And sex, what do you do about that. 
Mother made a feeble effort to tell me 
the facts of life once, but she really 
didn’t get far. About all I learned from 
her was to never let a boy talk me into 
doing anything like that and if I did 
there would really be big trouble. She 
never got down to specifics. But the kids 
in school got down to specifics. They 
talked about all kinds of things that I 
didn’t know anything about, and I knew 
that if I asked Mother about them, she 
would be more embarrassed than I was, 
maybe even bawl me out for bringing 
it up. 

I guess maybe sex was the big prob- 
lem that night with Dave out by the 
lagoon. All that year I was aware of 


something changing inside me like. 
There was something different about 
talking with boys and dancing with them 
and letting them touch you. And when 
I kissed Dave, well—sometimes there 


seemed like there was something. more, -— 


something we were reaching toward. | 
wanted to talk to Mother about it, I 
really did, but I didn’t know how to say 
it. And June, she was no help. She was 
just plain boy crazy anyway. 

By summer I was beginning to figure 
things out, though. It was sex all right, 
the thing Mother said to watch out for, 
only she didn’t say how, except just don’t 
do it. So we didn’t do it, although Dave 
and | both began to realize that things 
between us were getting more tense all 
the time. 

Dave’s life at home wasn’t any bed of 
roses either. In fact, some times I was 
ashamed about feeling the way I did. | 
mean, it seemed like I had everything, 
compared to the way things were with 
Dave. My father made good money and 
we lived in a nice house and never 
worried about food or clothes and 
things. But Dave, well—it started with 
his old man, who must have been pretty 
wild and spent nearly everything he got 
his hands on. When he got killed on a 
construction job, he didn’t have any in- 
surance or money saved or anything. 

“Mom started drinking a lot after 
that,” Dave told me once when I had 
finally managed to pry something out of 
him about his family. “I guess she and 
my old man had been hitting the bottle 
all along, but she really went to it after 
he got killed. I guess we were lucky that 
there was just the two of us, otherwise 
we would probably have starved to 
death. I remember once she spent the 
grocery money just before payday. Boy, 
I ate dry cereal and drank water for 
three days before she got paid again.” 

“Oh, Dave,” I had said sympatheti- 
cally. 

He was quiet for a while, thinking 
about it. Then he went on: “I made it 
through my first year in high school on 
one leather jacket and two pairs of jeans. 
That was all the clothes I had in the 
world. After that, I was old enough to 
work part time and take care of myself, 
more or less. Even managed to buy this 
old rambling wreck.” He swept his hand 
around the inside of the car. 

“It must have been just awful, Dave, 
living like that,” I said. 

“Well, it’s all over now, Ellen. Let’s 
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forget it and talk about us.” 

Only we didn’t really talk about us 
that time. There wasn’t anything serious 
to talk about. But the night we parked 
by the lagoon in the Forest Preserves 
was different. We had plenty to talk 
about then. 

“Dave, no, no!” I cried, coming out 
from under the paralyzing ether of his 
kisses. Above the roar of the blood 
pounding at my temples, I could hear 
Dave’s hoarse breathing, and my own 
breath was coming in gasps. 

This was the way it had been all week 
now: kisses that set our emotions aflame; 
caresses that threatened to touch off the 
dynamite inside us. 


HAT NIGHT, when I was back home 

in bed, I tossed restlessly for hours, 
trying to figure things out. One thing 
was certain, Dave and I didn’t want to 
do anything we shouldn’t. But another 
thing was pretty sure, too: we couldn’t 
keep on the way we were, being in love 
and wanting each other and not being 
able to do anything about it. 

At breakfast the next morning, things 
got really rugged. 

“T hear you were out late again last 
night with that Dave Gordon,” Daddy 
said before I even got my orange juice 
down. 

“I was out, but it wasn’t so late,” I 
answered. 

“I consider after midnight pretty 
late,” Daddy said. 

We had been through this about Dave 
before. Mother didn’t like him because 
well, because he wasn’t real good-looking 
and wasn’t all dressed up in a suit and 
tie like some of the other fellows who 
dropped by. Some of the boys—those 
who could afford it—had sort of started 
a fad of dressing real sharp. But Dave 
just plain couldn’t afford it. Besides, he 
was the casual type. 

Anyway, I knew that anytime Daddy 
mentioned Dave it was just because 
Mother had put him up to it. He wasn’t 
around home enough to see what was 
going-on. So I was hardly listening to 
what he was saying until he got to the 
part about: 

“Your mother and I would prefer you 
to go out with somebody else.” 

“But why?” I cried, pushing back 
from the table. “What’s wrong with 
David?” 

“Maybe nothing is wrong with Dave, 
Ellen,” Mother cut in. “He just isn’t 








—Well, he just isn’t your type.” 

“Well, what is my type?” I demanded 
angrily. “Do you know, Mother? Do 
you know, Daddy? Does anybody in 
this house really understand me well 
enough to know what my so-called type 
is?” 

I was so near tears that I had to break 
away and run upstairs. They would have 
to start talking like that just when I 
was ready to tell them that Dave and I 
were in love. 

I met Dave over at the soda fountain 
at two o’clock that afternoon and we 
went to the beach. We didn’t have too 
much to say to each other for a long 
while. I guess it was because we were 
thinking about the night before, and 
how close we had come to trouble. Then 
there had been my argument with my 
folks. 

“Okay,” Dave said suddenly after we 
came out of the water and lay in the sun. 
“T apologize.” 

“Apologize for what?” I asked. 

“For being a goon last night. That’s 
why you're so quiet, isn’t it.” 

“Oh, no, that isn’t it,” I told him. 

“Okay, what is it then?” 

“Well, my folks don’t want us to see 
each other,” I said hesitantly. 

“Listen, what’s with them anyhow? 
Am I supposed to be some kind of two- 


“Let’s get married,” he said, “then it won't 
matter what they think.” I smiled, glad he 


wanted to marry me. I knew we had to. 





headed dragon that’s going to eat you 
up or something?” 

“No, I think they would feel that way 
about any boy I was going out with.” 

Dave was silent for a long while, lying 
on his stomach. Then he cleared his 
throat. “Let’s get married,” he said. 
“Then it won’t matter what they think.” 

I smiled and breathed a deep sigh. | 
was glad Dave wanted to marry me, be- 
cause in my mind I knew that was the 
only way either of us could be happy 
Still, the thought of marriage 
frightened me. I was barely seventeen, 
Dave was nineteen. All we would have 
would be each other. Would that be 
enough? Besides, was either of us really 
ready for marriage? 

Dave touched me then and I went into 
his arms. 


now. 


Yes, there was part of us 
ready for marriage. A part of us that 
could no longer be denied. 


WO WEEKS LATER, Dave and | 
were married. Not with our folks’ 
blessings or anything like that. We just 
drove across the state line in his car one 
afternoon, I said I was eighteen years 
old, and pretty soon I was standing be- 
side Dave, trembling, while a justice of 
the peace had us repeat all those prom- 

ises about love, honor and obey. 
(Continued on Page 76) 





































“You'll end up in prison,” my old lady had 
warned. Maybe she was right. That was better 


than living in that hell-hole she called a home 





> 


4 


When I wasn’t dogging trouble, trouble was 
dogging me. It was just like we were 

meant for each other. So who was going 
to believe me anyway when I said I wasn’t guilty? 


DON’T KNOW HOW IT IS with other kids who get mixed up with the police, 
but I know what turned me against the world. It was my mother. I wanted 
to get even with her and give her as bad a time as | could. 

She wasn’t my real mother. I was adopted when I was two years old. I don’t 
think she was sold on the idea, but they had no children, and my father—at least, 
the man who turned out to be my Father—wanted a son. Mother got sour on me 
the minute her own baby girl was born, just two years after they adopted me. My 
Old Man still figured I was tops. He took me fishing and hunting and we were a 
couple of pals until he died, then everything changed. 

I guess it was pretty rough on Mother, being without money and having to go 
to work, but she acted as though everything would be swell if it weren’t for me. 
She didn’t give a darn what I did. She let me run wild while she worked. Little 
Jo Ann stayed with the grandparents. 

I was ten years old then, and [| learned to get along pretty good by myself. After 
school I roamed around town until supper time. Sometimes there was food in the 
house; sometimes there wasn’t. Sometimes Mother was home, mostly she was out 
at one of the taverns trying to pick up a date. She never gave me any money, and 
she raised cain when she had to buy me clothes. I looked pretty bad, and a guy 
has pride. 

When I was twelve. I got a paper route and I worked out a neat little business 
getting bottle deposit money. You'd be surprised how many beer bottles you can 
pick up along the highway and around camp sites in the woods. 

Sometimes I went to school, but lots of times I just took off by myself in the 
morning. It made a lot more sense to me to be out in the woods with my father’s 
.22 than to sit in a classroom. I shot rabbits and talked to the squirrels and had a 
pretty good time, but my grades weren’t anything to rave (Continued on Page 64) 
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Husband 
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t goes on inside a man’s mind when he de- 
to be unfaithful to his wife? A lot of things; 
a lot of things you'd never even suspect 


AT ODDS WITH LIFE, and the whole world in general, the morning 
gan. My partner, Ed Palmer, and I were losing the best secretary we'd 
that wonderful institution of marriage, and for a while, I simply couldn’t 
placing Miss Harrity with anyone. I’d glared at Ed when he told me he 
ng in the new girl from the employment agency, and I said a crazy 
nyself: Let her be someone exactly like Harrity. But of course, she 
| looked up from my work as Ed came into the office, followed by a 
who didn’t look much older than my daughter Patty. Oh, for heaven’s 
| thought. Surely we can do better than this! But Ed was walking over 
smiling determinedly. 
e said, “this is Miss Phyllis Scott, from the agency. Miss Scott, this is 
Jim Cunningham, and the business head of the firm.” 
» smile in acknowledgment, and realized I’d better say something reas- 
ause she looked a little scared. 
you do, Miss Scott?” I said. “We’re glad you’ve come to us. Have you 
Harrity?” 
have, Mr. Cunningham,” she answered, in a low, soft voice I liked right 
thank you very much.” 
the application form,” Ed said, handing me a card, and turning to go. 
ty has given the tests on skills, and all the reports are right here.” 
t, Ed,” I said. Then to Miss Scott, “Won’t you have a seat?” 
lown, still a bit nervous, and Ed left the office, closing the door gently 


! glanced quickly over the application, very pleased with everything I 
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There was no planning, no schem- 
ing, no back-all rendezvous, but it 


happened just the same 
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except that she had had no previous 
experience. Her business school 
record was excellent, though, and Miss 
Harrity’s notations were favorable. With 
| decided we could forgive her 
her extreme youth, and the fact that she 
was extraordinarily pretty. 
Miss Scott,” I said, so sternly she 
jumped a little, “as you know, we are a 
small, hard-working organization, here. 
We’re one unit, consider ourselves a 
team - 


Mr. Cunningham,” she said, ex- 


| looked at her, sitting with her gloved 
lded in her lap, and suddenly I 
felt that everything I had to say would 
sound tiresome, and like a stockholders’ 

However, she seemed so inter- 
ested, | became a little enthusiastic my- 


self, telling her about Ed’s formulas, and 
our business, the manufacture of small 
plastic articles for general and house- 


hold use. Both the business and the 
manufacturing end were housed in the 


same building, and I told her that Ed 
would show her through the “plant,” as 
we liked to call our small operation, 


\fter a few routine questions concern- 
ing her work experience—or rather, lack 
of it—and her background, I rang for 
Mina Harrity, and told her that she 
might begin showing Miss Scott the rou- 





tine, and her duties. Mina smiled hap- 
pily, and Miss Scott also rewarded me 
with a gracious, though reserved smile, 
and a “Thank you, Mr. Cunningham.” 

When the door closed behind them, I 
looked at the stack of work on my desk 
with distaste. It didn’t even matter that 
the neat pile of mail contained far more 
orders than bills. Ten years ago, when 
we were just beginning, I would have 
been filled with elation. Now, the same 
impulse that prompted me to very near- 
ly drive out of my office a good and 
faithful secretary, made me want to 
sweep the entire morning’s mail into the 
trash basket and simply take off, leave, 
go and forget it all! 

What had my wife said to me that 
morning? Oh, yes—‘Really, Jim,” in 
that lovely, cool voice of hers, “you’re 
not the same old you. What’s the mat- 
ter with you lately?” 

“Nothing,” I had grumbled in reply. 
“Nothing at all. It’s just that with our 
new sales campaign coming up, I won’t 
be able to serve on your improvement 
committee.” 

Marian was a member of every neigh- 
borhood and civic organization that 
there was, and in her more generous mo- 
ments, she tried to enlist me, too. When 
I didn’t join, the loss was mine, not 
theirs. 


“Oh, well,” she’d said, “I did think 


this was the sort of thing that interested 
you, but since you’re so busy—” 

She always made it sound as if what 
I was doing wasn’t particularly impor- 
tant. 

“Good Heavens, Marian,” I said, 
“there are other things in the world be- 
sides your precious civic improvement 
league, you know.” 

“Please,” she said stiffly, as we heard 
the clatter of Jimmy’s morning tumble 
down the stairs, “don’t let the children 
know that you have no civic pride.” 

I snapped the morning paper over to 
the sports page, not trusting myself to 
answer. 

“Mornin’, Mother, Dad,” Jimmy said, 
joining us at the table. 

“Hurry up,” his mother said, “we’re 
almost through breakfast, and you're 
going to be late for school again. Where 
is Patty?” 

That young lady, as if in reply to the 
mention of her name, rushed in with 
murmurs of not having time for break- 
fast, not wanting any anyway, and zoom 
—she was gone. Jimmy gulped down 
eggs and toast and he, too, was off. At 
fourteen, he had little respect for, or 
even awareness of, time, and Patty, two 
years older, wasn’t much better. 

“Seems they could at least get up in 
time to eat a decent breakfast,” I said, 
after waiting in vain for Marian to make 








some objection. Marian looked at me 
vaguely, and said: 

“But they do stay up so late, it’s hard 
to get them up in the morning.” 

“Well, they shouldn’t,” I answered, 
“and I don’t know when I’ve seen Patty 
at breakfast. That’s no way for a teen- 
ager to—” 

I looked up at Marian, and she was no 
more listening to me than she was fly- 
ing. A sort of glazed look had come into 
her eyes. I sighed, waiting. 

“You’d better have dinner downtown 
tonight, dear,” she said. “The Central 
Committee is meeting this evening, and 
we will probably be quite late.” 

“Sure,” I said, feeling, somehow, the 
emptiness of all the world come and 
move inside of me. 

I felt the same emptiness, now, as I sat 
at my desk, the work of the day piled up 
in front of me. I’d been very happy 
when Marian first showed an interest in 
PTA, our Neighborhood Improvement 
League—even the local political organ- 
ization and her charity work, but what 
had happened to us? Where and how 
had she become so completely carried 
away? Marian was a sensible woman, 
and she did not seek personal power, but 
if someone—anyone—just asked her to 
“serve”, it was like some kind of drug 
addiction. We were all strangers in the 
house, almost, and Patricia and Jimmy 
pretty much led their own lives. Maybe 
if I could get away for awhile—maybe 
if I could get us all away for awhile— 
But I couldn’t, of course. There was the 
work, there was always the work that had 
to be done. Savagely:I attacked the job. 


OR THE NEXT several months, 

things went just about the same. At 
home, Marian continued her good works 
at the same feverish pace. At work, the 
sales campaign wasn’t coming along as 
well as Ed and I had hoped. Burt Car- 
son, our best salesman, seemed to be 
lagging behind this year, for some rea- 
son or other. I was particularly pleased 
with Miss Scott, however. In spite of our 
fears, when Mina Harrity left, she took 
over smoothly and showed a remarkable 
efciency. She seemed to have a very 
personal interest in the company, too. 

Although she was technically working 
for both Ed and me, she actually work- 
ed with me most of the time because Ed 
had charge of the manufacturing end of 
it. It took me a little time to get used to 


Miss Scott—Phyllis, as I found out 
everybody else called her. Miss Harrity 
had been very good, but even she hadn’t 
been so darned anxious to please. Ed 
told me once that she was absolutely 
thrilled with her work, the place, and her 
co-workers. Well, how nice for her, I 
thought. I wished I could be thrilled 
about work—or anything, for that mat- 
ter. It was kind of nice, though, to see 
such enthusiasm in operation, even if I 
couldn’t feel that way myself. She was 
particularly nice to me, too, and seemed 
to sense when I was in a bad mood. I 
just wished everybody around there 
could be more like her, including my- 
self! I made up my mind Id have to 
have a talk with Burt and see if we 
couldn’t find out what the trouble was. 

“T just can’t seem to put the finger on 
it, sir,” Burt said, when he came to my 
office that afternoon. “Some of my old 
accounts aren’t buying, and prospectives 
just aren’t breaking right now.” 

“Hmmm,” I grunted in reply, resent- 
ing, for some odd reason, that he called 
me “sir.” After all, I thought, forty 
wasn’t exactly ancient—well, almost 
forty-one, that is. 

“Our campaign isn’t going quite as 
we planned it,” I said, brushing aside 
my foolish personal thoughts. “We'll 
have a meeting of the sales staff tomor- 
row at five.” 

“All right, sir,” Burt said, rising to 
go. “T’ll tell the fellows.” 

“Never mind,” I snapped, “I'll send a 
memo.” 

“Yes, Mr. Cunningham,” he said, 
looking at me strangely for a moment 
before leaving the office. 

What was wrong with me, I wondered. 
There was no need to snap at Burt like 
that. My thoughts were interrupted by 
the buzzer, and I pressed the key on the 
desk intercom reluctantly. 

“May I come in?” Phyllis’ soft voice 
asked. 

“Yes, of course,” I answered. 

She came in immediately, bringing 
what appeared to be a small portfolio. 
Sitting in the chair beside my desk, she 
took out a sheaf of paper saying, “I hope 
this isn’t too forward of me, Mr. Cun- 
ningham, but I have a few ideas con- 
cerning the sales campaign, and I 
thought you might be interested.” 

“Why, I certainly would, Phyllis,” I 
said, smiling. “Suppose you tell me all 
about them.” 


I hadn’t expected her to come up with 
anything really commercial, and was at 
first pleasantly surprised, then had to 
corral my wandering mind and put it to 
work to keep up with her as she read, 
and explained, her suggestions for the 
sales campaign. 

“Also,” she was saying, “we are now 
dealing with plastic products in the 
household field, only. Why not branch 
out into automotive or other fields?” 

Her eyes were absolutely shining, and 
I didn’t have the heart to tell her we 
weren't a major industry yet. She’d 
learn, slowly. However, her sales sug- 
gestions were good, and I told her so. 

“I know that with your leadership, 
the campaign will be a success,” she 
said, lowering her eyes, but not before 
giving me one of those melting looks 
that seemed to say volumes. 

“Why, thank you, Phyllis,” I said. 

One persistent little corner of my mind 
said: What in the world does this child 
want? Child? How smart do they grow 
children these days? But all the rest of 
me happily decided, She likes the com- 
pany. She likes me. She thinks I’m 
great! | am great! 

Aloud I said, “Ed and I are having a 
meeting with the salesmen tomorrow at 
five. Will you type a memo for the sales 
department, please? Oh, and can you 
come? I believe you could offer quite a 
bit to the discussion.” 

“I'd be delighted,” she said, surprised 
and pleased, “that is, if you think—” 

“Why, of course,” I answered, “I 
think you’ll be most helpful.” 

When she left the office, 1 walked over 
and looked in the mirror in the coat 
closet. Forty-one tomorrow—lI really 
didn’t look it, I thought, my spirits bub- 
bling. I didn’t look or feel a day over 
thirty-five. Whistling, I went back to my 
desk, to tackle with relish a large basket 
of work that, a few moments ago, had 
seemed quite dull. 


pues NEXT MORNING, at home, was 
much the same as any other morning. 
No one mentioned my birthday, but 
then we didn’t make too much of those 
things, anyway, and the family usually 
surprised each other with small gifts at 
dinner. For once, there was no men- 
tion of any committee meeting, and I 
felt happily expansive, and like the head 
of my own family, with all of them sur- 
rounding me. (Continued on Page 74) 
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| Jeff wanted one thing, and I wanted another. 
Here was the chance for one of us to prove 

our love, but who would give in? 
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SHOOK DOWN the ashes in the old- 

fashioned wood cook stove, and as 
I started the fire, I couldn’t help but wish 
I had the nerve to set fire to the whole 
house, farm buildings and all! 

Rolling out the dough for the break- 
fast biscuits, I thought back to the time 
before we had moved out here on the 
farm. How wonderful life had been, then. 
We had a precious apartment, a little 
nest egg tucked away, and I couldn’t 
have asked for more. Then Jeff burst his 
bombshell, that was later to shatter my 
happiness into tiny bits. 

“Della!” he had called excitedly when 


he came home from work one evening. 


t was CaUSsiN 


his arms about 
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He grabbed me up in his big, powerful 
arms and swung me around until I had 
to beg him to stop. Finally, he calmed 
down long enough to tell me his news. 
“Remember Joe—Joe Borden, at the 
plant? Well, he knows a guy that wants 
to sell his farm—dirt cheap—about ten 
miles west of Hoyt.” His eyes were beg- 
ging for understanding beneath the ex- 
citement. “Honey, don’t you realize what 
this could mean? I could be my own 
boss, get you away from this hot, dirty 
city, and best of all, do the work I love.” 
I turned away from his happy, plead- 
ing eyes and stared down at the rug. 
This was something I had hoped would 


never happen, yet, in my heart, I think 
I really knew that some day, it would. 
Though we never seriously discussed 
buying one Jeff talked, ate and slept 
Farm. It was almost an obsession with 
him. I never really worried about it be- 
cause I knew it would be years before we 
could ever be able to afford a down pay- 
ment on one, if ever at all. At least, not 
on the kind he always talked about. 

But after listening to Jeff's words— 
that the fellow’s wife had left him and he 
was so discouraged he was practically 
giving the farm away—how could I re- 
fuse? It meant so much to him to do 
the work he loved. It was the only life 
he had ever known until his parents had 
both been killed in a car wreck when he 
was a senior in high school. The farm 
had to be sold to pay off creditors and 
Jeff had gone to the city to find a job. 

Still not looking at him, I asked, “How 
can you expect me to want to live on a 
farm? I don’t know anything about that 
kind of work, or life.” 

“Oh, honey, it won’t be bad. You'll 
love it. Besides,” and he lowered his 
voice “we can be alone, just the two of 
us. No nosey neighbors on either side 
of us, no paper-thin walls—” He stopped 
and pulled me into his arms. “We'll have 
the best darn farm around; a wonderful 
place to raise our future children,” he 
whispered against my hair. 

I knew how much Jeff’s independency 
meant to him. It had been hard for him, 
after his parents died, to leave the farm 
and learn a new job and a new way of 
living. Some people it doesn’t bother, 
but with Jeff, it does. 

I looked up at him finally, and was 
shocked to see the naked want on his 
face. He so desperately wanted my con- 
sent that I could not have refused. 


| TOOK another month to set things 
straight and I don’t believe Jeff 
touched ground once. Just knowing he 
was so completely happy was enough for 
me—then. Jeff spent our lust few days 
before moving going out to the farm in 
the evenings, cleaning the house, ready- 
ing it up so we could move in a clean 
house. We moved in September. The 
day was a beautiful, blue-gold, the air 
crisp and tangy, the kind that reminds 
you of football games and hayrides, and 
that you’re no longer a high-school kid 
kid, playing at living. 
Maple and elm trees surrounded the 
house, and the (Continued on Page 60) 
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\YBE IT WOULDN’T HAVE BEEN so hard to take 
t had been any other time of year. But to be five 
iy from Christmas with two little girls aged five 
n looking eagerly to you for dolls and toys and 

and then to know you weren’t even going to be 
ifford a tree, let alone gifts—well, it was too much. 

| it was all Jack’s fault! That was the worst of it 
st because he was so stubbornly determined to hang 
hat stupid little restaurant. Just because he wanted 
his own boss, no matter what it cost his family. 
sd behind the front window curtain in our living 
nd watched him come up the path. I knew before 
ned the door that he had been turned down on the 

His hands were shoved deep in his pockets and he 

| slumped forward, not raising his eyes. I hadn’t 

expected him to get the money—no loan outfit 
| advance money on a place already up to its ears in 

» | wasn’t surprised. But I couldn’t help the hurt- 

of disappointment. Even if it wasn’t good sense 

| have meant a little money for Christmas . 

ned away from the window before he could see 

nt into the kitchen and pretended to be very busy 
spaghetti and cheese we were having for dinner. 
ame up behind me and slipped his arms around 
kissed the side of my neck. 

honey,” he said soberly. His voice sounded so 

t nearly broke my heart. Then he added slowly, 


MI 


IIMA 





It was the darkest hour in my 
marriage, the time I learned 


what true love was all about 











| guess | better tell you. I didn’t make 
it. They turned me down.” 

| felt a rush of tears to my eyes. In 

pite of myself I was feeling sorry for 
him, and that made me mad. I snapped, 
You weren’t surprised, were you?” 
His arms fell away from me and he 
ighed. “No,” he said in a low voice. “I 
guess not.” 

| blinked hard at the tears. I said 
bitterly, “Well, Merry Christmas, Jack.” 

He grabbed my arm and turned me 
around to face him. His face was drawn. 
He said hoarsely, “For God’s sake, don’t 
rub it in. Don’t you think I feel lousy 
enough?” 

Abruptly the tears began to roll down 
my cheeks. “Jack, what are we going 
todo? What are we going to do?” 

He made a move as if to pull me into 
his arms but I turned aside and stood 
there looking at him, his face blurred 
by my tears. He let go of me and pulled 
a cigarette out of his shirt pocket and 
jammed it into his mouth, but he forgot 
to light it. I went on cruelly, “Another 


“He isn’t stable, Mary,” Dad said. 
“Sure, he’s likable. He’s a nice boy. 
But he’ll never give you security. Flit- 
ting from one job to another that 
way—” 

I’d stood up for him stoutly. “I know 
he’s jumped around a lot,” | admitted. 
“But after all, why not? He’s been a 
bachelor, no one depending on him, 
nothing to give him an incentive to be 
steady. But we’ve talked it over. Jack 
has promised to hang onto this job from 
here on. And we're going to have a 
family—he wants that too. He'll settle 
down. We won’t be rich, but that isn’t 
important. Marrying Jack is!” 

Mom said earnestly, “It isn’t a ques- 
tion of being rich, dear. It’s just that 
with him being so unreliable you won’t 
ever know where you stand. And mar- 
riage won't change him much, I’m 
afraid. That’s an old mistake, one a lot 
of girls make. I hate to see you make 
it.” 

I suppose it was natural that security 
should seem so all-important to them. 


aya years I had lived on hope and 


trusted Jack. 


hope any longer. 


But now 


Now I had to act 


I couldn't 





thing. Your final notice from the insur- 
ance company came today. In five days 
the policy will lapse. There goes the last 
of our security.” 

You'll still have the house—and me,” 
he said defiantly. 

We've got the house thanks to my 
folks and me,” I reminded him wearily. 
‘And as for you, Jack, I can’t feel that 
having you means much security. Not 


”9 


any more. 

He looked like I had slapped him, and 
| thought, That was a rotten thing to say. 
A wife should keep up her husband’s 
Well, I had done that—as long 
as | could. But what Jack didn’t seem 
to understand was that there were times 
when you did the sensible thing, even 
if it wasn’t what you wanted to do. 

hat was the thing that had made my 
parents oppose my marriage to Jack. 
They were disapproving when they 


morale 


learned he was only a restaurant cook. 
But they were appalled when they found 
out he changed jobs as casually as he 
changed his shirt. 
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They had worked hard to build it for 
themselves, and now they had it. Not 
riches; but a comfortable, paid-for farm, 
with a snug house, and of course there 
was always plenty of good food. I could 
see how Jack must appear to them. 

They wanted me at least to wait. But 
I was so sure! When we went ahead 
and got married anyway, my parents 
bought a cute little cottage in the out- 
skirts of Colton, where Jack worked, and 
gave it to us as a wedding present. Or 
rather, they gave it to me. They’d saved 
the money for me since I was a baby— 
for my college . . . So I could make 
something of myself. They were dis- 
appointed of course, but the money was 
for me. At least, they said, I'd have a 
roof over my head. Then they washed 
their hands of me. 

“If worst comes to worst and you 
decide to leave Jack, you’ll be welcome 
at home,” Dad said gruffly. “But don’t 
expect us to dig you out of the financial 
holes he'll get you into!” 

I was both hurt and angry. “Don’t 


worry,” I said hotly. “Jack and I will 
never trouble you for anything!” 

And we never had. But it hurt, having 
things so strained between them and us. 
I kept feeling torn between my love for 
them and a sense of loyalty to Jack. At 
first | went to visit them now and then— 
always alone, for Jack wouldn’t go near 
them—and they tried hard to pretend 
that I was still their little girl and noth- 
ing had changed. But it wasn’t true. 
And when Jack’s name would crop up 
they'd freeze, or look pained, and I’d be 
hurt and angry again. So we drifted 
apart, though Mom and I wrote. 

Jack was pretty annoyed about their 
giving me the house in that high-handed 
manner, and secretly I couldn’t blame 
him. But I couldn’t see myself giving it 
back, the way he wanted. So I coaxed 
him into letting us keep it. “After all, it 
simply means we can start our family 
that much sooner,” I pointed out. “And 
in the meantime I can work and we'll 
get a nest-egg ahead.” I told myself | 
was only being practical. I didn’t see 
that I was already—just at the start of 
our marriage—putting security and 
things ahead of my faith in Jack. 

So he gave in, and we moved into our 
little house. I got a job in a tobacco 
factory, and I guess Jack and I were as 
happy as two people could be, that first 
year or two. I was still so proud of him, 
so confident we’d get along all right . . 
So sure our love could conquer any- 
thing. 


{ WORKED a little over a year before 

I became pregnant with Barbie. And 
Mom was wrong—marriage had changed 
Jack. He kept his promise; he stayed 
with his job, though he was already be- 
ginning to find it irksome. We lived on 
Jack’s earnings and put my salary in the 
bank. I felt a glow of satisfaction every 
time I made a deposit to our account; 
I'd think, Just in case Jack does fail me, 
there'll be this account! 

Jack thought my living on what he 
made was proof of my faith in him. 
“You don’t know what it means to me 
to have you depend on me, hon,” he said 
proudly. “You'll never be sorry, | 
promise you that. I’ll take care of you.” 
His words made me feel guilty. Then I 
asked myself impatiently what difference 
it made—as long as we were happy! 

We didn’t even touch our savings to 
pay for Barbie’s birth. It meant a lot 
of careful planning, but by the time she 
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arrived she was all paid for. And then 
on the day we brought her home Jack 
handed me a big brown envelope with a 
studiedly casual air. 

“A little present for my wife and 
child,” he said with a shy grin. “Of 
course, it'll take a while to pay for it—” 

His present was, of all things, a life 
insurance policy! It was so unexpected, 
so unlike him, that I was deeply touched. 
He had sensed my need for security, and 
this was his way of giving it to me! Half- 
laughing, half-crying, I kissed him. 

“Jack, you darling, I just want you— 
not money . . .” 

“Believe in me, hon, and you'll have 
both.” His face shone with confidence. 

I think now, if I had gone on feeling 
like that—if I had remembered to put 
him first, where he belonged—what 
tragedy I could have saved us all! But 
after a while, I forgot. 

Before Barbie was quite two small 
Sara was born. She wasn’t as robust as 
Barbie had been, and the extra care she 
had to have ate into my strength and 
patience. And then, when I was able to 
cope with it, Jack began to get really 
bitter about his job. It was dull, the tiny 
kitchen was inconvenient and hot. His 
boss was inconsiderate, the waitress ill- 
natured. Worst of all, he was sick of 
working for peanuts. 

Well, his pay was poor, now that there 
were four of us. And there certainly 
wasn’t any future for him there. But the 
thought that Jack might be reverting to 
his old way of quitting jobs as soon as 
they got boring terrified me. 

“You promised, Jack,” I reminded 
him sickly. “You said you’d stay with 
this job.” 

“Yeah, I know,” he groaned. “And I 
will, I suppose. God knows I can’t af- 
ford a lay-off. It’s just—gosh, Mary, I 
get so darn sick of working for a slob 
like old Ferrier!” 

“I’m sorry, Jack,” | whispered, put- 
ting my arms around his neck-and lean- 
ing my cheek against his. “I know how 
hard you work. Maybe, later; something 
will turn-up .. .” 

“Sure,” he said. “Ill be all right.” 
He gave me a quick squeeze. “Anyway, 
look who’s complaining! You’re the one 
who really gets the rub.” 

I hadn’t meant anything really when 
I said maybe something would turn up, 
except to comfort Jack. But my words 
turned out to be prophetic. Just a few 
days after we'd had that talk Jack came 





I didn’t want to walk out on my 
husband, but what had he given 
us besides promises and despair? 
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4 ‘‘Ugly pimples and blackheads on my face 
ed and burned all the time. I couldn’t 
ny hands off and scratching made them 

I tried many lotions and ointments 

none seemed to help. One day I saw an 

i for Black and White Ointment and decided 
it. Black and White Ointment relieved 
tching, burning misery fast.”’ 


Baltimore, Md. 


More For Your Money! 


Thousands praise the fast 
relief that Black and White 
Ointment brings to itching, 
stinging burn of eczema, 
acne pimples, blackheads, 
simple ringworm. You, too, 
can enjoy this same grand 
relief! Large 75¢ size con- 
tains 4!. times as much as 
regular 35¢ size. Trial size 
only 25¢. Keep skin clean 
with Black and White Soap. 


Over5! Million Packages Sold! 
















































= IN SPARE TIMES 
JUST TAKING EASY ORDERS 
6 FOR BEAUTY PRODUCTS 


MAKE MORE WITH VALMOR 
and SWEET GEORGIA BROWN PRODUCTS 


You should thank me and later bless me for telling you of this 
FAST WAY of MONEY MAKING. Accept this liberal FREE 
offer with Faith and Hope that Good Luck has come zon way 
at last! For more than 25 years many SWEET GEORGIA 
BROWN Agents have prospered. Some are owning Homes and 
Cars and have MONE in the Bank. Be Smart Too! 


You'll Love This NEW EASY PLAN 
NO EXPERIENCE 
NECESSARY 


Join up with a Company whose 
Products are well known ev 
where. Make Big Money EASY 
and FAST taking orders for 
Big Advertised line of Sweet 
Georgia Brown and Vaimor 
gy, Cosmetics, Beauty Creams, 
— Skin Lotions, Hair Dressing, 
Perfumes and Incense. BIG 
earnings in full or spare time. 
= 100% Profits on most items. 
= 5 Make more with Valmor. 
Valuable Premiumsalso 
PRES Wrist Watch to all who qualify. Write Now for FREE Sample Case 
er and Complete Big Money Making Plans. Fill out Coupon TODAY. 


BE A LUCKY...HAPPY AGENT SELLING 
SWEET GEORGIA BROWN 


FREE SAMPLE CASE OFFER C OUPON 










































































¥ VALMOR PRODUCTS CO., 2451 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill., Dept. p-25 @ 


want join up with your Company. The  Oppertaniee of Making BIG MONEY FAST ina # 


d dignified business is just what I want. H your FREE Sample offer, Money 
1g Plans and how to Get FREE WRIST WATCH in addition to BIG CASH PROFITS. s 


sesicaraialiiecaarmaieimasacaam aaa ADDRESS. s 
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I gave Jack nothing; 
he offered me his life. 


home with the wonderful news that he 
had a new job—and at half again the 
old pay! He was to be fry cook in a 
big new restaurant and sandwich bar 
being built in the south end of town. One 
of the cooks who was to work there, Bob 
Tilson, knew Jack and got him the job. 

I don’t know which of us was happiest, 
Jack or me. To him, restless as he’d al- 
ways been, just getting a new start meant 
a lot. As for me, I could draw a deep 
breath again for the first time in months. 
On his new salary we could not only 
live decently but save a little too. 


T SEEMED to me that the next three 
years were practically perfect. We 
still weren’t rich and never would be. But 
that had never been important to me. 
What counted was that Jack was making 
enough for us to live nicely, and keep 
our bills paid, and add a small but regu- 
lar amount to our nest-egg. I was glad, 
too, that he could work in such a pleas- 
ant place, without all the annoying 
things that had bothered him before. 

So maybe you can imagine my dismay 
when he began to complain again, after 
he’d worked there only a year and a half. 

“I’m under pressure all the time,” he 
grumbled. “And with their stupid system 
of handling orders we’re fouled up a 
dozen times a day. I’ve tried to tell the 
boss how to fix it, but who’ll listen to 
me? I’m just a cook. I get so burned 
up!” 

I didn’t say anything. But inside I 
felt sick. Was it starting again—the dis- 
satisfaction, the grumbling, the itch to 
change? Didn’t it mean anything to Jack 
that we were living in comfort for the 
first time since our marriage? 

I tried to tell myself he was just let- 
ting off steam. But his complaints kept 
on. I began to wonder miserably how it 
would end. Had the folks been right 
when they said he was just unstable? 

It was the summer when the girls were 
five and seven that Jack dropped his 
bombshell in our midst. He wanted to 
buy a restaurant! A place called the 
Coffee Cup was for sale, and Bob Tilson 
wanted to go into it with him. He told 
me about it after the girls were in bed 
one hot August night, and I couldn’t re- 
member when he’d been so worked up 
over anything. (Continued on Page 52) 
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OAST TURKEY AND CRANBERRY SAUCE have re- 

served rights on the Christmas table, for the team has 
become an American tradition. The shiny, ruby-red berries 
are refreshing in flavor, crisp and crunchy in texture, and 
add a bright accent to main dishes or desserts. Is there any- 
thing quite like the first glimpse of the turkey platter and 
the festive red cranberry sauce as its tasty partner? Cran- 
berries used in a sauce or relish have always been popular 
with poultry; now they’re coming into their own as accom- 


paniments for any meat or fish dish as well. 
Such delicacies as fresh cranberry surprise pie, sparkling 
salads and puddings are now year-round favorites as well 


CRANBERRIES for CHRISTMAS 


MAGAZINE 
Freda DeKnight 






The flavor of allspice 
and the crunch of wal- 
nuts provide the sur- 
prise in this pie made 
with ruby-red _ fresh 
cranberries. The tang of 
fresh cranberries pro- 
vides a welcome flavor 
after a holiday dinner. 





as holiday specialties. Because of modern shipping methods 
and freezing and canning processes, cranberries are avail- 
able throughout the year. 

In buying cranberries make sure you select good quality 
berries. Depending on the variety, the color varies from 
light to dark red. A pink color indicates they were picked 
before ripening thoroughly. Look for berries with a high 
luster, smooth to the touch, not tough, leathery or sticky. 
Shape is not an indication of quality. 

Cranberries give a stimulating and refreshing lift to main 
meal dishes so be sure to include their merry color and tart 
flavor on your holiday table. For recipes, see Page 51. 
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F ESH CRANBERRIES, sparkling 
and shiny, add a festive bit of 
the bright green of a Christmas 
inging cranberries with popcorn 
id-fashioned and inexpensive way 
rate your home for the holidays. 
materials are a spool of strong 
wreferably white, a long darning 
1 bowl of fluffy popped corn (go 
the oil when popping), and 
d cranberries. It’s lots of fun 
whole family and especially the 
ho like making leis and ropes 
ways and hallways. Fresh cran- 
e also very pretty intermingled 
wl of assorted nuts or used as 
ive centerpiece. Use firm, ripe 
aking sure no bruises or brown 
visible. 








Cranberried Stuffed 
Pork Chops 


Colorful, fresh cranber- 
ries lend tart accent to 
pork. Here, tangy cran- 
berry sauce, quickly and 
easily made from fresh 
red berries, goes right 
into the stuffing and the 
sauce for delectable, 
oven-baked pork chops. 


Fresh Cranberry 
Holiday Bread 


For a novel use of cran- 
berries, delight the fam- 
ily with a freshly baked 
loaf of cranberry bread. 
The orangy-berry flavor 
is accented with chopped 
nuts to make a perfect 
home-baked Christmas 
gift for friends. 





Fresh Cranberry Celery Relish 


Fresh cranberries give color and flavor lift 
to a spicy cold relish that’s served with 
turkey, meat or fish. Sparkling clear cran- 
berry juice cocktail is used for hot mulled 
punch that keeps holiday spirits up. 


AP 


Steamed Cranberry Pudding 


Tart-sweet and tangy fresh cranberries add 

sparkle and savor to holiday steamed pud- 

dings. Serve these puddings warm with 

hard sauce or ice-cold cranberry sauce for 
superb after-dinner flavor! 
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Shony Fashion Fain 


AROUND THE WORLD 


} = 








SEE SOME OF AMERICA’S LOVELIEST 
MODELS FEATURING FABULOUS CREATIONS 
WITH AN INTERNATIONAL FLAVOR! 


CHECK LIST FOR APPEARANCE IN YOUR CITY 


CITY & STATE 


Nashville, Tenn. 
Louisville, Ky. 
Cincinnati, Ohio 
Indianapolis, Ind. 
Dayton, Ohio 
Akron, Ohio 
Detroit, Mich. 
Chicago, Ill. 
Warren, Ohio 
Toledo, Ohio 
Milwaukee, Wisc. 
St. Paul, Minn. 
St. Louis, Mo. 

Des Moines, lowa 
Omaha, Neb. 
Denver, Colo. 
San Diego, Calif. 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


San Francisco, Calif. 


DATE 


Saturday, Nov. 14 
Sunday, Nov. 15 
Wednesday, Nov. 18 
Friday, Nov. 20 
Saturday, Nov. 21 
Sunday, Nov. 22 
Monday, Nov. 23 
Tuesday, Nov. 24 
Wednesday, Nov. 25 
Friday, Nov. 27 
Monday, Nov. 30 
Wednesday, Dec. 2 
Friday, Dec. 4 
Saturday, Dec. 5 
Sunday, Dec. 6 
Tuesday, Dec. 8 
Friday, Dec. 11 
Sunday, Dec. 13 
Wednesday, Dec. 16 


Get a full year subscription to EBONY with admittance 


43 














Fh 


Be ae PS 
eras 4 hm” 
hi ee 





r 





Short 
and 
Nweet 
for 
Christmas 


1 Ss TIME to look your pret- 

tiest during the holidays with 
a party dress that lends an air 
of excitement to a Christmas 
get-together. It’s the season 
when invitations fly, when 
friends gather ’round the fire- 
side for gay chatter, and the 
gala festivities are off to a big 
start. The brightest star in your 
holiday wardrobe is naturally 
your party dress, which sur- 
rounds you with an enchant- 
ment all its very own. TAN’s 
holiday party dresses are by 
R & K Originals in Junior and 
Misses sizes. 





Pale blue brocade sheath dress has boat neckline 
and capped sleeves, is worn with Spencer jacket 
designed with Queen Anne collar and jeweled but- 


ton closing. 
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Royal blue organza shirtwaist with 

full skirt, has tucked bodice match- 

ing bugle bead trim. Comes in other 
colors. Price, $25. 





Sophisticated party dress has 
matte jersey bodice and cum- 
merbund, with black lace skirt 
over white taffeta. Price, $25.- 





Beige silk organza dress is worn over taffeta. 
Bodice and skirt are adorned with lace. $30. 











LIGHTER, BRIGHTER SH 


ill ‘melt’ him like a 
snowman 


thing attracts a man more than 
, glowing complexion—and it 
yours! Start using Black and 
Bleaching Cream as directed 
ee your dull, dark skin take on a 
brighter, softer, smoother look. 
leaching action works effectively 
your skin. Modern science knows 
ter way of lightening skin. Be 
start using Black and White 
g Cream this very day. 











Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream at 
ali drug 
counters 
43¢, 65¢. 





THIS YEAR GIVE 
ULASSES 


A CHRISTMAS present of beautiful 

cut glass is a tribute to the taste of 
the giver as well as the receiver. For the 
“hostess with the mostess” who has just 
about everything, the ideal gift is an ex- 
tra set of glasses. Most women, regard- 
less of how many glasses they already 
have on hand, can always use additional 
ones. For those who entertain a great 
deal there is bound to be a certain 
amount of breakage no matter how care- 
ful guest or kitchen help are. It is always 
good to have extra glasses available, 





WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 


LAMOUR LOVE DROPS PERFUME — 
‘and ‘bof 


ee table aroma attracts 
ees —— falls! Be giam- 





especially during the holiday season of 
heavy entertaining. TAN’s glass sets are 


by Libby. 








Shrinks a 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch—Relieves Pain 


I the first time science has found a 
new | aling substance with the 
abilit ) shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pair vithout surgery. bil =_—— 
in case after case, while 
pain, a ctual reduction pe Roy Yook place. 
Most amasing of all—results were so 
horough that sufferers made 
ements like “Piles have ceased to be a 


secret is a new healing substance 

ne*)—discovery of a world-famous 

institute. 

su ag ol is now pee: age ig sup- 
r ry ment form under the name 
Preparation He * Ask for it at all drug count- 
re—money back guarantee. Ree. US. Pat. Of. 





Give a sr a trip around the world to 
your favorite armchair travelers with an 
“International Set.” Priced $7 to $10. 





This smartly designed cocktail set won’t stay around the Christmas tree long. It'll be 
serving the holiday spirit from Christmas Day right through New Year’s. 


CZ 








About $10. 





















Reminiscent of fine glassware denoting 
elegance on tables from Colonial times to 
today is exquisite cut stemware, $2 each. 
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He doesn’t have to be a golfer to wani a 
caddy... 
who entertains in style. 


just a host with the most know- 


Set $6. 


how, 






































LITTLE KNOW-HOW can 


dishwashing a: quick, efficient and 
DISHWASHING even pleasant interlude in your daily 
housework. The secret word is organiza- 


tion. First of all, save minutes of final 

clean-up time by keeping work surfaces 

as clear as possible during meal prepara- 
tion. Put extra dishes and utensils out 
of the way fast. 

Other time-savers are to wash mixing 
bowls and extra pans as you finish using 
them, as well as filling pots with warm 
soap and water when their contents are 
transferred to serving dishes. 

Dishes are easier to wash immediately 
after the meal before food particles are 
allowed to harden. Begin by washing the 
least soiled things first, which normally 
means in this order: glasses, silver, 
plates and other dishes, serving dishes, 
baking dishes and finally, pots and pans. 
Change suds and water often, and rinse 
each piece separately in hot running 
water, or rinse all at once by pouring 


make 


hot water over your drain rack. 
Mother-daughter cotton aprons are by, 
Venus Creations, Inc. 





_ — ber 
The best rule for dishwashing is glasses first, and to- 
day’s kitchen helper uses a brush, Mother dries freshly oe | 
washed glass with a soft, clean lint-free towel. 


J) 





pager: 


- 








Mother-daughter cooperation makes dishwashing go 
faster than ever. Sometimes it’s almost fun to play in 
fluffy, white suds, even when you’re washing dishes. 


a Last, but not least, comes the final scrub-up of the sink 
, and counter surfaces. Pans have to be put away and 
the dishwashing chore is efficiently finished at last. 

















‘My make-up stays fresh without retouching 


As a receptionist, I am constantly 
on view to the public, and 
an’t retouch my make-up often. 
With Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as my make-up 
base, it isn’t necessary. It keeps 
me looking fresh all day.” 


Clbona Walter 


Philadelphia, Pa. 


If greasy lotions and foundation creams 
cause your make-up to smear, now try 
wonderful Black and White Vanishing 
Cream. It’s non-greasy. Keeps you look- 
ing your freshest and best at all times 
without bothersome retouching. 

® Remove make-up with Black and White Cleansing 
Cream. Soften your skin with Black and White Cold 
Cream. Generous jars—only 35¢ each. 


BLACK and WHITE 
VANISHING CREAM 



































PROFESSIONAL 23 
“Size yamine” os RASS COMB ~ Straizht Teeth? Doe 
2.29 HAIR 
SizeC, Medium'$ 189" Size D, leery $1.89 CRIMPER 
“>> IRON | Plain Handles . oe DS ~ 
All Sizes Rolling Handles - 49 ———— = $498 
=~ —o1 _ a 
cn , Burne aoe. $349 BOBBY $400 
JUMBO Bouts Extra wicks ....3 for S9& N= 3 te seer 8B ‘$ 
os Size.... ¥ ‘or pressing short hair and ends. 
i} ~R ber Sise $3.95 SEND No ‘MONEY! 
j | . Just pay postman on delivery VL aFINE TOOTH ged 
| sae All Sizes plus postage charges. Meg = 
pan 1 (cerm" | Plain Hdls. $2.95 ELLIS RAND CO. 
$795}\/ am auk venue PROFESSIONAL 69 
725 oy Revol. Hdls. $3.49 ed mo tee 47. |BRASS COMB — Straight Toots aoe 

















POEMS WANTED 


To Be Set To Music 
end one or more of your best poems 
iay for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
ibject. Immediate Consideration. 





Phonograph Records Made 
CROWN MUSIC Co., 49 W.32 St. Studie 769, New York 1 


CHILDLESS 


WIVES W#° BABIES! 


nd 4¢ stamp for sim 
easy -to- follow "ovulation —e tne Drugs) 
) has succeeded in %ths of cases tested. 
WARNER COMPANY, Dept. T 
500 Robert St. St. Paul |, Minn. 

















LOVE ee 4 


Now YOU can own the 
powerfal pertume 
NATASHA used to hold 
the world's greatest 
lover ..- RUDOLPH 
VALENTINO! ... A tiny 
drop placed here ard 
there . . . will make the 
man YOU want — want 
be NATASHA'S own Love Scent origi- 
sold for $28 an oz. Now, for a 
timtres TIME ONLY we ~— you a trial 





size for $1.00 postpaid Send only $1 
today, to 
CONTROL LABORATORIES Dept. 104 


2 East Ave., Larchmont, N. Y. 











HILLBILLY 

ROCK & ROLL 
SACRED 

FOLK & WESTERN 





SONGS 


ALL WE NEED IS WORDS AND POEMS. WE 
DO THE REST. SEND SONG POEMS TODAY TO 


MUSIC CITY SONGCRAFTERS, Studio TN 
Box 6145, Acklen Station, Nashville, Tenn. 




















| Child Care: 


Diabetes In 
Childhood 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


RS. BENSON had become alarmed 
when seven-year old Joan, who was 
normally a healthy child, suddenly be- 
gan to lose weight. She was always 
thirsty and seemed to urinate at increas- 
ingly frequent intervals. 

Because I had treated Mr. Benson’s 
father for diabetes for several years and 
realized that diabetes is one of the dis- 
eases which may develop in childhood, 
and is related, in part, to inherited traits, 
I suspected that Joan was a victim of it. 

Diabetes (or, more properly, diabetes 
mellitus) is the name of a disease char- 
acterized by excessive urination. The 
body forms large quantities of urine 
which is high in color, heavy in weight 
and which contains sugar. The cause of 
the excess of sugar in the urine is due to 
the excess in the blood. This, in turn, is 
caused by the inability of some of the 
cells of the pancreas to secrete sufficient 
insulin to properly store and burn the 
sugar absorbed in the blood. An excess 
of sugar results and some of this is given 
off by the kidneys in the urine. 

After a thorough examination, includ- 
ing urinalysis and other tests, my “work- 
ing” diagnosis of diabetes in Joan was 
verified. Mrs. Benson seemed frightened 
when | informed her, but I hastily as- 
sured her that, where once this disease 
had been considered particularly danger- 
ous in childhood, now medical research 
had progressed to the point that with 
proper treatment and a careful diet pro- 
gram, the diabetes could be controlled to 
the extent that the child could continue 
to grow and live a happy normal life. 

Fortunately Mrs. Benson was a mother 
who had used the signs of something be- 
ing out of the ordinary to recognize that 
her child was really ill and needed skilled 
medical care. Joan’s case had been dis- 
covered very early and treatment would 
not be difficult. If more parents were ac- 
tivated when their children showed the 
danger signals of disease, many of the 
disabling ones which attack children 
could be effectively controlled. 
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SAPPHIRE 





Two for the murder 


The British film industry, which has 
created through the years a long list of 
skillfully-made, delicately-paced detec- 
tive thrillers, has produced a little gem 
of a whodunnit in Sapphire, a truly 
superior picture which combines enter- 
tainment of a very high order with prob- 
ing insight into the race problem in 
today’s Britain. 

Sapphire is a rare murder mystery 
which comments cleverly and subtly on 
racial prejudice as practiced by the Eng- 
lish. As a crisply-directed, imaginative- 
ly-photographed picture, it ranks high in 
entertainment value. As a cinematic 
commentary on British race relations, it 
is both timely and revealing. 

The picture’s title comes from the 


name of the murdered girl, a pretty 


Royal Academy of Music student, whose body is found viciously smashed on the 
green turf of London’s Hampstead Heath. Scotland Yard, represented by Supt. 
Hazard (Nigel Patrick) and Sgt. Learoyd (Michael Craig), enters the case and 
mounts a relentless search for the killer, which leads straight to the heart of Lon- 
don’s Negro community when it is discovered that the girl was a light Negro 


passing for white. 


ODDS AGAINST TOMORROW 


Mark the days Odds Against To- 
morrow is shown in your city with a 
heavy red circle. Here is a motion pic- 
ture that is dramatically, musically and 
socially significant. It is the story of a 
bank robbery plotted by an ex-cop, Dave 
Burke, (Ed Begley) in a small New 
York town. To carry out the job, Burke 
approaches John Ingram (Harry Bela- 
fonte), a night club singer and horse 
better in debt to a loan shark for $7,500, 
and Earle Slater (Robert Ryan) an un- 
who 


employed, frustrated southerner 


hates the whole human race and Ne- 





Three for the bank 


groes in particular. Slater’s destructive prejudice causes the robbery plan to fail. 

Exciting and suspenseful, Odds Against Tomorrow has a message—that bigotry 
has deep roots in fear and envy and that many Negroes have strong feelings of 
antagonism toward white people. Ingram, a member of the so-called inferior racial 
group, emerges as the superior person in the drama. The film’s message, however, 
is projected dramatically and without preaching. 

A product of Belafonte’s independent film making organization, Harbel Produc- 
tions, Inc., and released by United Artists, the screen play is by John O. Killens, 
the novelist, and Nelson Gidding. The musical score, an outstanding contribution 
to the enjoyment of the film, is by John Lewis, leader of the world renowned Mod- 


ern Jazz Quartet. 





DRUNKENNESS 


DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness rui: ealth, Happi- 
ness. Break the PXPENSIVE Cc - 






i ycle and ca 
from liquor. ALCOR be taken i in SEC RET... At few Y drops of 
ful ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 
5 D Pure and Effective. Aversion 
treatment is yoo by Medical Authority. 
ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
cluded—need not cause excessive time out from work or 
social duties. One Rok oy eer user_ writes 
“PLEASE SEN WONDERF 
ALCOREM AT ONC R re: END 
HEAVY DRINKER. | BOUGHT FROM YOU BE- 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
additional help we send . 
FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 
ules to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also FRE WEIGHT” CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper wei 
DO NOT DELAY ORDER ALCOREM Now 
SATISFACTION OR We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES Wont ‘Chart in -- © wrapper. 
fay postman $8.95 plus C.O.D. e. To SAVE 
cin C.0.D. and boca torn send a s8'08 th order. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS . DEPT. E-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST. + CHICAGO 5, ILL. 





RE-CO New Creme Color Shampoo 


Change streaked, gray, graying, off- 
color or drab hair to new lustrous 
youthful-lookgeng color. TINTZ 
Creme Color mpoo recolors hair at 
home as it shampoos. No artificial look 

irline difference. Easy. Won't 
wash or rub off. Won't affect perma- 
nents. Choice of 14 shades each so 
natural-looking no one will suspect 
your secret. lor chart on package. 
Ask for TINTZ Creme Color Shampoo. 
Only $1.50 plus tax at druggists. 








MANCATCHER (Brand) PERFUME 
ONLY $2.98 


Try a few drops of MAN- 
CATCHER—a little behind 
your ears . . . on your wrists 
—a wee bit in some Special 
Place. It may give you, too, 
that wonderful feeling all over. 
This potent powerful, exotic 
perfume can give you that 
extra something you need for 
success in love and marriage 
. . . that sweetness, that all 
men like. You will never want 
to be without it. 

It’s irresistible! Men love girls who are feminine. Men 
are more often drawn by the potent fragrance of good per- 
fume that makes you seem different from other girls . 

they will want to be around you. Se order MANCATCHER 
NOW! When postman delivers this amazing brand: of per- 
fume, deposit only $2.98 plus C.O.D. handling charges 
(3 for $7.00). FREE FOR PROMPT ACTION—Bottle 
of Chinese Brand Floor Wash (Green) makes the home 
smell sweet and pleasant—chases away foul, evil smelling 
odors in the house. ORDER NOW!! 


PERFUME PRODUCTS CO. 
3016 W. Van Buren St., Chicago 12, I1l., Dept. 509 








AGENTS 

z ds DISTRIBUTORS 

y $1 98 pias tax, Write. REGULAR 

SEND Ni ‘NO | MONEY poe | address. PRICE $2.95— 
Pay postman $1.98 plus LIMITED $4.98 
harges. Satisfaction TIME 
aan 10 only I—— 


Tax, C.0.D. " 
ph or return wi days for refund. 


BOIL-Q WIK 455¢ Broedway, Dept. V-96, Chicage 40, 1 


PRAYER 


is a Tremendous Mighty Power! Are you facing diffi- 
cult Problems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? 








Love or Family ‘oubles? Are you Worried about 
someone dear to you? Is someone dear to you Drink- 
ing too much? Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy— 
Discouraged? Would you like to have more Happiness, 
Success and “Good Fortune” in Life? 

If you have any of these Problems, or others like 
them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS— 
NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is 
helping thousands to glorious NEW ‘happiness and joy! 
Whether you believe in PRAYER or not, this remark- 
able NEW WAY may bring a whole NEW world of hap- 
Piness and joy to you—and very, very quickly, too! 

So don’t wait. dear friend. You will surely bless this 
day—so please don’t delay! Just clip this Message now 
and mail with your name, address & 4¢ stamp to LIFE- 
STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5212-A, Noroton, Conn. 
We will rush this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER 
and FAITH to you by Return Mail absolutely FREE! 
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eee e Do You Want 
A HEAD OF HAIR 


that looks LOVELIER LONGER 
os Make 
a =. Amazing 


a 


3-DAY 
TEST 
QUICK DOUBLE ACTION 


With Bernel’s Hair Cream 


s loaded with LANOLIN. Lubricates BRITTLE, 
BRE, AKING- OFF, SPLIT ENDS, ITCHY SCALP. 2. Won- 
ful thin hair, temple grooming — massaging aid. Small 

" nt daily keeps HAIR SOFTER, GLOSSIER, 
LOVELIER LONGER. Adds beautiful 
highl gh s en is often the main attcac- 
men with long lustrous hair. 

BE R NEL s HAIR CREAM has delight- 
jor, NON-GREASY EFFECT. For 


A 
\ 









i pes hair 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 
Regular size $1.10. 
Large family size (6 oz.) $2.20 

stage extra if C.O.D 


NELSON'S COSMETICS bept.1-4 


Box 104, G.P.0. New York 1,N.Y. 
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‘(With God 


All Things are Possible!” 


y facing difficult problems’ Poor Health? Money 
or seh Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink? Love or Family 
Troubles? Would you like more Happiness. Success 
" “Good Fortune’’ in Life? If you have any of these 
. - others like them, dear friend, then here 
NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY OF 
PRA YER. thet is helping thousands to glorious new hap 
piness and joy, Just elip this message now and mail with 
your mame, address and 25¢ to cover postage and handling. 
We will rush this wonderful 
NEW MESSAGE OF PRAYER 
and Faith to you by Return FREE 
Mail, absolutely FREE! We 
will also send you this FREE 
GOLDEN CROSS fer you to 
keep and treasure! 


Life-Study Fellewship 
BOX 5212, NOROTON, CONN, 


GOLDEN 
cross 








DOCTOR'S MARVELOUS NEW DISCOVERY 
RELIEVES DRUNKENNESS IN 5 DAYS 





Does Drunkenness Threaten Your 
Happiness Or Your Loved Ones? 
Quickly "And Easily, Haloe brine 
uickly st 
From Ali Desire oF “4 


Relief 
This Is Strictly A Home . 
to fete. +t 


Easy tike 

Before. Not Represented As A Per- 
manent ‘Cure,’ But it ls A Doctor's Recognized 
Method Of Withdrawal Of Alcohol. You Can Go 
To Business And Carry On Your Social Life As 
Usual, While Using Our Method. May Used 
Secretly For Whiskey, Wine, Beer, Gin, Ete, 
Improvement Is Noticed In A * Short 
Time. The Price Is Beg ee Low. Only $10.00 
For The Entire Meth Formula, and Instructions. 
This Is The Only Methed That Guarantees Satisfac- 
tron Or Your Money Refunded. You Will Bless 
The Dey You Sew This Ad As Thousands Have 
Already Done. Mail Your $10.00 With Order 
Or Pay Postman When You Receive Package. 


SOBERIN AIDS CO. DEPT. J-7 











P.O. Bex 42 Rugby Station Brooklyn 3, N. Y. 
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N MONTGOMERY, ALA., Edward Watkins traded in his 1949 sedan for a new 
model, decided he had made a bad bargain, was arrested after sneaking back to 
the dealer’s lot, parking the new car and taking off in the old one. 


* * * 


In Chicago, IIl., 
they spied him picking a pocket at a crowded bus stop, paused a minute to kill two 


transit authority detectives moved in on Robert Hinton when 


birds with one stone as they saw Franklin Palmer slip up and pick Hinton’s pocket. 
* * ae 


In Memphis, Tenn., motorist Willie (Red) Johnson was charged with reckless 
driving, drunkenness and driving while intoxicated after he, according to police: 
hit two porches, a fence, a post, a tree, two pedestrians, then offered $10 to arresting 
officers to let him go. 

* * + 

In St. Paul, Minn., police knocked at the door of a gambling session, gave the 
name “Rufus Jones,” arrested ten suspects when they were let in after someone in- 
side had declared: “Say, man, let him in. Rufus Jones is my friend.” 


* * * 


In Louisville, Ky., court officials heard the lawyer of Mrs. Lucky Mae Dunn 
plead for a reduced bond on her stolen check charge because, “she has a terribly 
sick mother she must look after,” learned that the mother’s ailment was a gunshot 


wound in the arm and that Lucky Mae had been charged with the shooting. 


* * x 


In Portsmouth, Va., a fear-ridden estranged husband went into a police station 
and begged that his alimony case be continued because he was behind in his pay- 
ments to his wife. Said he: “I owe her $50 which I don’t have, and I’m afraid she'll 
repossess me.” 

* * = 

In Baltimore, Md., an unidentified musician made a fast getaway with his horn 
when police arrived at a night club to rescue a strip dancer being molested by 
patrons, explained later: “Jack, those cats got big eyes and wanted to handle the 
merchandise. When I heard the fuzz was coming, I grabbed my axe and split that 
gig.” 

* * e 

In Jacksonville, Fla., Airman Roger B. Clapp Jr. was bitten by a dog; five days 

later he had recovered, the dog had died. 


* * * 


In New York, bop trumpeter Dizzy Gillespie explained how he and his wife 
Lorraine divide the marital chores: “My wife takes care of the little things like pay- 
ing notes on our house and my budget. I take care of the big things like inter- 
continental ballistic missiles and Khrushchev.” 
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Cranberry Recipes 
(Continued from Page 42) 


Fresh Cranberry Celery Relish 

Put 4 cups fresh cranberries and 1 lem- 
on, quartered and seeded, through food 
chopper, using the coarse blade. Mix in 
2 cups granulated sugar. Chill relish until 
ready to serve. Just before serving time, 
stir in 1 cup slivered crisp celery and 1 tea- 
spoon prepared horseradish. Makes about 
] quart of relish. 


Steamed Cranberry Pudding 

Cut 1 cup fresh cranberries in half and 
mix with 11% cups sifted flour. Dissolve 
2 tsps. baking soda in 3 cup hot water; 
add to 1% cup light molasses and blend 
into cranberry-flour mixture. Turn into 
]-quart mold or into 4 to 6 individual 
molds. Place on rack in steaming kettle; 
cover and steam large pudding 11% hours, 
or smaller puddings 1 hour. Add more 
water if necessary. Serve hot with hard 
sauce and garnish with chilled fresh Cran- 
berry Sauce. 


Cranberried Stuffed Pork Chops 
Combine in saucepan 1 cup fresh cran- 
berries; % cup sugar and % cup water. 
Bring to a boil and cook 8-10 minutes until 
berries pop. Combine 1 cup bread crumbs, 
14 cup raisins, 2 thsps. soft butter, 1 tbsp. 
iend onion, 3 tbsps. hot water and 1% 


tsp. salt. Add 14 cup drained cooked cran- 
berries. Mix well. Cut pockets in 4 pork 
chops. Fill with stuffing mix; secure with 


toothpicks and brown in hot greased skil- 
let. Place chops in a greased casserole, 
sprinkle with salt and pepper. Pour re- 
maining cranberries over chops. Cut 3 
pineapple slices in half and arrange over 
chops. Cover and bake in moderate oven 
(350°F.) 45 minutes. Remove cover and 
bake an additional 15 minutes until chops 
are tender. 


Fresh Cranberry Holiday Bread 

Grind 1 orange, quartered and seeded, 
including rind. Combine in measuring cup 
with 2 thsps. shortening and enough boil- 
ing water to make 34 cup. Stir. Sift 2 cups 
flour, 1 cup sugar, 34 tsp. salt and V% tsp. 
soda together. Add liquid and 1 beaten 
egg to dry mixture. Mix well. Stir in 1 
cup whole fresh cranberries and Y% cup 
chopped nuts. Turn into well greased loaf 
pan and bake in slow oven (325° F.) 55- 
60 minutes. Makes 1 large loaf. 


Fresh Cranberry Surprise Pie 

Mix in saucepan 2 cups sugar, 1 tbsp. 
flour, % tsp. allspice, %4 tsp. salt. Add 
Ye cup water and heat until sugar dis- 
solves. Add 4 cups fresh cranberries and 
cook 5 minutes. Stir in grated rind of % 
lemon and 2 tbsps. butter. Pour half the 
mixture into pastry-lined 10-inch pie pan, 
sprinkle with 1% cup chopped nuts, then 
add remaining cranberry mixture. Bake in 
preheated 425° F. oven 30 minutes. 











Cold Sufferers! 


HOW MANY COLDS SYMPTOMS 
ARE TREATED BY YOUR 
PRESENT COLD MEDICINE? 


Special-purpose 666 is effective 
against all symptoms of the common cold 





PRODUCT STUFFINESS 
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Medical authorities recognize that there are 
5 major symptoms of the common cold: 
stuffiness, achiness, fever, constipation, and 
general ‘‘sick-feeling.’’ 666, the time-tested 
and proven cold medicine, fights all 5. No 
“‘one-ingredient”’ product, advertised for 
‘“‘colds”’ can possibly do this. 666 is a broad- 
activity, multiple-ingredient medicine, de- 
veloped and marketed especially for the 
treatment of colds . . . and not for any 
other ailment. 


A SPECIAL COMBINATION PRODUCT 
666 is a dependable, proven combination 
Important to 


FREE BOOK Vi22ins‘s3 
JASTHMA 


FREE BOOK JUST OUT, reveals important 
information to victims of Bronchial Asthma. 

Send name on postcard today for your FREE 
copy rif you suffer from torturing attacks of coughing, chok- 
ing, wheezing and gasping for breath. Even if you consider 
your case ‘‘hopeless’’—get this FREE k. Send no money. 

M.L. eS, 76-L, cana tt ictal ind. 











Design Smart Fashions 





LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 


Fascinating field. Design own wardrobe at 
considerable saving. Gain experience design- 
ing for others. It may lead to thrilling career 
seven a shop of your own some day. Basic 

“learn-by-doing” course under guidance 
qualified teachers provides excellent starting 
point for a career. Send for free ty 

‘Adventures in Dress Design.” 


NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway Dept. 3239, Chicago 14, Ill. 




















Easy to use Viscose Applications may 

heal many old leg sores due to venous 

congestion of varicose veins, leg swell- 

ing or injuries. Send today for a FREE 

BOOK and NO-COST-FOR-THE- 
TRIAL-plan. 


N.T. VISCOSE COMPANY 
140 N. Dearborn St., Chicago 2, Illinois 


SUBSCRIBE TO TAN 
TODAY 

















MORE MONEY, FUN, 
FOR YO FRIENDS, EDUCATION. 


Send dollar for Membership 
IMPROVEMENT CLUB 


Attn.: Mr. Talbert 
PO Box 3132, Mdse. Mart Sta., Chicago 54, Ill. 











of medicinal ingredients, which are used by 
many doctors in their prescriptions. It is 
especially designed to give fast, positive re- 
lief, from all colds symptoms. . . not just 
one or two. 666 is more effective in the treat- 
ment of colds, because it hits more symp- 
toms than any “general” product. That’s 
why 666 is guaranteed. It’s got to work... 
or your money will be refunded. Join the 
thousands of families who trust and rely on 
666 .. . and see what real relief can be like. 
666 comes in two ways... . liquid or tablets. 
Take your choice .. . the same fast relief 


is in both. 
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into DOLLARS! 
NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from. € 
NORDYKE Music Publishers i 
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28T, Calif. 














“WITH AMAZING 


QILMLITI ETS 3 


Here's a special pair of fun dice that certainly 
can do wonders. It’s amazingly easy to predict 
numbers, perform amusing tricks. No one can 
guess the hidden “secret” unless you tell them! 
Display amazing ‘‘control’’ yet the real reason is 
cleverly concealed from everyone. Fun and fasci- 
ng ation! Easy directions explain details. Perform 
many “magic” tricks! Priceonly $4.98. Get a pair 
today. Send no money. Just name and address. 
Onarrival, pay postman only $4.98 plus postage. 
Address Hollister-White Co., Dept. 506- 

3016 W. Van Buren St., Chicago 12, Itt. 


NEW MOVIE STAR 
GLAMOUR GLASSES 








(See near and far) yo 457 $495 


Money Back Guarantee 


16 sparkling rhinestones and tin 
nail heads adorn a lace type 

imported frame. Makes every woman a glamour 
girl. Black or Brown-Clear 8 Li» lenses. 


‘eats eye”’ style, 


Without Rhinestones . . . ~~ 3.95 
Beautiful case included FREE. 
Ask for FREE Catalog showing 30 of 
the latest styles for men and ladies. 


HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 
T-12 CLYMER ST. BROOKLYN 11, N. Y. 
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STATEMENT REQUIRED BY THE ACT 
OF AUGUST 24, 1912, AS AMENDED BY 
THE ACTS OF MARCH 3, 1933, AND JULY 
2, 1946 (Title 39, United States Code, Section 
233) SHOWING THE OWNERSHIP, MAN- 
\GEMENT, AND CIRCULATION OF TAN 
published monthly at Chicago, Illinois for 
October 1, 1959. 

1. The names and addresses of the pub- 
lisher. editor, managing editor, and business 
are: Publisher, John H. Johnson, 
1820 South Michigan Avenue; Editor, John 
H. Johnson, 1820 South Michigan Avenue; 
Managing Editor, Louie Robinson, 1820 
South Michigan Avenue; Business Manager, 
Jay C. Wade, 1820 South Michigan Avenue. 
(If owned by a corpora- 


manage! 


é The owner is: 
tion, its name and address must be stated 
ind also immediately thereunder the names 
ind addresses of stockholders owning or 
holding 1 per cent or more of total amount 
of stock. If not owned by a corporation, the 
names and addresses of the individual owners 
must be given. If owned by a partnership or 
other unincorporated firm, its name and ad- 
dre is well as that of each individual 
ver. must be given.) Johnson Publish- 
ing Company, Ine., 1820 South Michigan 
Avenue, Chicago, Ill.; John H. Johnson, 
1820 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago, IIL: 


mem 


Eunice Walker Johnson, 1820 South Mich- 
igan Avenue. Chicago, Ill.; Gertrude John- 
son Williams, 1820 South Michigan Avenue, 
Chicago, II. 

The known bondholders, mortgagees, 
ind ot! security holders owning or holding 


nt or more of total amount of bonds, 
or other securities are: (If there 
so state.) None. 

|. Paragraphs 2 and 3 include, in cases 
here the stockholder or security holder 
upon the books of the company as 
in any other fiduciary relation, 


| pel 
mortgage 


ire none 


appe if 


' ' 
truste | 


the na of the person or corporation for 
whom such trustee is acting; also the state- 
ments in the two paragraphs show the affiant’s 
full knowledge and belief as to the circum- 
stances and conditions under which stock- 
holde ind security holders who do not 
ippear upon the books of the company as 


| 


trustee, hold stock and securities in a capacity 
other than that of a bona fide owner. 

5. The average number of copies of each 
issue of this publication sold or distributed, 
through the mails or otherwise, to paid sub- 
seribe luring the 12 months preceding the 
date shov (This information is 
required from daily, weekly, semiweekly. and 
triweekl 


n above was: 


newspapers only.) 
(s) JOHN H. JOHNSON 
(Signature of editor, publisher, 
business manager or owner) 
to and subscribed before me this 
29th day of September, 1959. 
SEAI 


Sworn 


(s) Willie E. Miles 
(Notary Public) 
Vy Commission expires May 26, 1960) 
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WANTED 
Sengwriters, with publisher : contacts, 
want song ideas. SHARE ROYALTIES. 
NO FEES. Send poems: 


SONGWRITERS’ ASSOCIATES 
1650 Broadway, New York 19, N. Y. 
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My Best Christmas 


(Continued from Page 40) 


“Tt has six booths and a counter,” he 
said. “The fellow who owns it has let it get 
so run down he’s lost his trade. and he’s 
willing to sell it cheap just to get out. It 
would need a complete overhaul, but Bob 
and I could do the work ourselves 

“But the money!” I cried. “Where’ll we 
get money for a deal like that? Let alone 
the improvements!” 

But Jack had that all figured out too. 
Our savings were to make the down pay- 
ment; he could borrow the money for the 
improvements. 

“What about Bob’s share?” I demanded. 
“Didn’t you say you’d be partners?” 

“Sure.” Jack explained impatiently. “He 
hasn’t any money to put into it, but he’s 
owned a couple of small restaurants before. 
and he knows all about running them. I'll 
supply the capital, he'll supply the ex- 
perience. Gosh. hon, that place took in 
plenty before it got so run down, and I 
bet Bob and I could do even better!” 

“T don’t know, Jack.” I said fearfully. 
“To wipe out all our savings, just like 
that--! What if it fails? Now we’re at 
least sure of your paycheck.” 

“Honey. if you knew how sick I am of 
working for other guys! Seeing them take 
in the dough. paying me peanuts! Listen, 
Mary. This is what I’ve wanted all my 
life—a chance to build my own business. 
Don’t you have any faith in me? I know 
I can do it. I know I can! I’ve got a 
hundred ideas for stepping up busi- 
1 

We didn’t settle it that night of course. 
The whole idea scared me. It was such a 
gamble! If they failed—why, we wouldn’t 
have anything left! Nothing but the house 
—and his life insurance. Of course we'd 
still have each other and our brains and 
courage and love. But I didn’t think of 
that then. All I saw was the terrible chance 
we'd be taking. Why couldn’t Jack be sat- 
isfied with the way things were? A mar- 
ried man with a family dependent on him 
—you'd think he would appreciate the 
security of a regular paycheck! 

Still. there was always the possibility 
that this was. finally. the answer to Jack’s 
restlessness, the real reason behind his 
job-switching and grumbling. Maybe he 
was the sort of man who should be running 
his own place. You heard of men like that, 
fellows who didn’t amount to anything at 
all until they were working for themselves. 
People liked Jack: and he really was a 
good cook. And I knew he did need my 
faith in him; hadn’t he faithfully stuck 
with jobs he’d hated, just because he’d 
promised ? 

Maybe, if I'd had more business experi- 
ence myself, I'd have seen then that a part- 


nership such as he and Bob were planning 
was all wrong from the start. But Jack was 
so sure that I finally agreed. I drew the 
money out of the bank and gave it to him. 
and the next day we were in business. 

As soon as the deal had cleared escrow 
Jack the bank and_ borrowed 
enough money to completely re-equip the 
kitchen, as well as repaint the whole place 
and make some needed repairs. For the 
first time in our whole married life we were 
deeply in debt. and the very thought of it 
gave me a panicky feeling. I tried to keep 
it to myself. though. Jack was simply 
bubbling with confidence and enthusiasm. 
and [ scolded myself for being so doubtful 
of him. 


went to 


NE SATURDAY evening they hung a 

“closed for repairs” sign on the door. 
and Monday morning Jack was up at dawn. 
impatient to get to work. He and Bob 
were to start cleaning and remodeling that 
day. Jack was so happy and full of plans 
that morning that even my own fears al 
last were stilled. 

I've never forgotten that day. It was the 
day when I made up my mind to quilt 
worrying about all the bad things that 
could happen. and to have confidence in 
Jack instead—the sort of confidence I'd 
had when we were first in love. 

But it was also the day that brought 
disaster to our home. 

It wasn’t ten o’clock yet when the door 
opened and I heard Jack’s step in the hall. 
I was making the beds, and I dropped the 
blankets and went out to see what he 
wanted. I thought he had forgotten some 
tools or something. 

But it took just one look at his drawn 
face to tell me something was terribly 
wrong. I ran to him, putting my arm 
around him and drawing him over to the 
couch. 

“Jack!” I said anxiously, “what’- 
wrong? Are you sick? Or hurt? Why do 
you look like that?” 

He sank down to the couch like an old 
man. His hands hung limp between his 
knees, and he stared vacantly at the floor. 
He said in a funny, croaking voice. “Mary. 
I'm ruined. Bob—he cleaned us out. He 
took the money I borrowed and skipped 
town. Every cent. Mary. It’s all gone.” 

If he had hit me in the stomach with hi- 
fist it couldn’t have knocked the wind out 
of me more completely. I sat motionless 
for two or three minutes before I could 
grasp the full meaning of his words. Bob 
had taken the money and gone—where? 
When? I clutched Jack’s arm and shook it. 

“Did you call the police? Maybe they 
can catch him—” 

He shook his head hopelessly. “I called 


then 
have 
day 

in tl 
bina 
ably 


it, g 
ey— 
pay 
Coff 
try 
Wh 
and 


deb! 


alor 
for 

we ¢ 
you 
hac’ 


bac 
the 
to I 


Jac’ 
fore 
ior 


hes! 
the 
up 


hav 
be : 
hac 
job 
E 
was 
hin 
If ] 
he’ 
hov 
he 


stul 
wit 
per 
ex] 


Wil 


sh 


al 
he 


Wi 





ining 
c was 
y the 
him. 


crow 
owed 
» the 
lace 

the 
were 
of it 
keep 
nply 
asm. 


rtful 


ig a 
loor. 
iwn. 
Boh 
that 
lans 
s al 


the 
quil 
that 
> in 


Vd 
elit 


loor 
all. 
the 
he 
me 


wil 
bly 
irni 
the 


ats 


old 
his 
Or. 
ry. 
He 


hi- 
ul 
PSs 
ild 





them right away. But he’s gone. He must 
have come back after we closed up Satur- 
day and taken it and cleared out. It was 
in the safe, and of course he knew the com- 
bination. Even if they find him he’ll prob- 
ably have spent the money.” 

I sat there beside Jack, thinking about 
it. getting sicker and sicker. All that mon- 
Borrowed money we'd have to 
pay back. And no new equipment for the 
Coffee Shop. That meant it was no use 
trying to make it pay its own way... . 
Why. we'd lose everything, the Coffee Shop 
and what we’d put into it, and still be in 
debt! Unless... . 

I said slowly, thinking it out as I went 
“We'll have to put the restaurant up 
for sale right away. Maybe, if we’re lucky, 
we can get back what we put into it. Then 
you'll have to see if you can get your job 
hack—” 

Jack looked at me blankly. “Get my job 
back? Why would I do that? We own 
the Coffee Shop, remember? It’s up to me 
to make it pay off.” 

“For goodness’ sake, be reasonable, 
Jack! You know it has to be fixed up be- 
fore you can open up. What will you use 
jor money for repairs?” 

He glanced at me, then away. He said 
hesitantly, “We could put a mortgage on 
the house, Mary. Once the place is fixed 
up I know I can handle it—” 

“Never!” I cried. “This house is all we 
have! Why, we could lose that too! Jack, 
be sensible. See if you can get your money 
hack out of the place. and go back to your 
job. We were doing so well!” 

But he wouldn’t listen. He kept saying it 
was his one chance to be in business for 
himself, and he wasn’t going to give it up. 
If I wouldn’t agree to mortgage the house 
he’d borrow the money somewhere, 
how. Or he’d run the place as it was until 
he got a little money ahead. 

Nothing I could say would shake his 
stubborn determination. I tried to reason 
with him, pointing out that without an ex- 
perienced partner he’d be sure to make 
expensive mistakes. I reminded him that 
it wasn’t just a question of breaking even. 
We had to live on what he made! And 
he’d have to do everything, there was no 
money to hire help. 

But he brushed it all aside. “I'll make 
it,” he repeated doggedly. “This was a rot- 
ten break, but I’ll make it.” Abruptly he 
turned to me and said pleadingly, “Mary, 
will you help me?” 

I said warily, “Help you? How?” 

“Work with me! Wait on tables, handle 
the salads—” 

“And let the girls run wild with no one 
to look after them, while I slave to save a 
business. that has us broke already? You 
can’t mean it, Jack!” 

He turned away 
slumped. “No,” 


didn’t think 


ey— gone. 


along. 


some- 


and his shoulders 
he said. “I guess not. I 
Well, I'll have to do it 
alone. They say a man isn’t licked until 
he lies down. I’m not going to lie down 
without even trying to fight.’ 

And he did fight! 


I had to give him 


that. He worked like a crazy man. He 
cooked. He waited tables. He scrubbed 
and cleaned and painted and haggled over 
pennies with the merchants he bought food 
from. His days began at dawn and ended 
at ten or eleven, Monday through Saturday. 
Sundays he was too tired to do anything 
but sleep. 

But it was hopeless. 
scrape up he poured back into the busi- 
and even then he didn’t clear ex- 
penses. At home I skimped and 
all I could. I thought with sick longing 
of the good days of the nice, pay- 
checks, days when there was always money 
for what we needed and often for small 
luxuries. Now there wasn’t money for any- 
thing but bare needs. And as fall slipped 
into winter, sometimes even necessities had 
to wait. I made over an old coat of mine 
into one for Barbie ... a pair of Jack's 
became a skirt for Sara. 


Every cent we could 


ness, 


saved 


secure 


worn-out slack 


HANKSGIVING DAY was really grim. 

At the Coffee Cup he served roast turkey 
and baked ham. At home we had corned 
beef hash—for Thanksgiving dinner! Not 
that it mattered really. Jack was gone all 
day as and anyway what did we 
have to be thankful for? Thanksgiving day 
indeed! 

That 
we mortgage the 


usual, 


night Jack suggested again that 
house. 

He came home even later than usual— 
it was nearly midnight—and he looked 
tired it really frightened me. But it made 
me angry too. He didn’t have to work like 
this! On his last job he hadn’t worked 


half as hard, and he’d been paid good 


money for every hour. Why did he have 
to punish himself—and us—this way? 

“Tt’s got to stop. Jack.” I said. “Work- 
ing the way you are—you’ll kill yourself.” 

He said, “Don’t let it worry you. My in- 
surance is paid up for a while yet.” But 
he didn’t sound bitter—only tired. 

My eyes stung with quick tears. “That 
wasn't fair.” I said quietly. “I wasn’t 


thinking about the insurance. I was think- 
-and me. Jack, we can’t go 
Why don’t you get a job 
it isn’t fair to any of us. 


ing about you 
on this way. 
again! This way- 
The girls need so many things- 

He wasn’t even listening. He’d been 
lying on the couch with his eyes closed. 
All at once he sat up and looked at me 
with a mixture of pleading and defiance in 
his face. 

“Mary, today was the best day I’ve had 
yet. I know now that the business is there, 
if I could only—listen, Hon. I’ve got to fix 
that place up, the way we planned. Once 

do that—decent lights and so on—TI'll 
begin making money. But I’ve got to have 
money to do it with. Like they say. you 
can’t make an omelet without breaking a 
few eggs!” He tried to smile. but it was a 
feeble effort. 

I said coldly, “So we’re right back where 
you began. No money. no improvements. 
No improvements, no money.” 

He said slowly. “We could still mortgage 
the house.” 
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IN ONE DAY 


Part Time! 


Reports REV.T. M. DIXON 
Exceptional Blair Dealer in Georgia 
“Iam a part-time Blair Dealer 
and have 175 satisfied customers. I 
have made $31.85 in a day and have 
been able to pay bills I owed.” 


FREE propucts 
Bring You BIG Money! 


I'll send you this big 
Sales Kit filled with 
& full-size famous Blair 
Quality Products(re- 
tail value $4.35) for 
FREE TRIAL, to 
prove you can make 
good money, spare 
time or full time. Show 
your friends, neighbors, every- 
one Blair Line of over 200 household products 
(Flavorings, Foods, Cosmetics). Every home 
needs, uses every day. No experience needed. 


SEND NO MONEY—Rush Coupon! 


Don’t send a penny! Just mail coupon and I'll 
rush full-size products for FREE TRIAL, 
big Catalog of 200 big-profit Blair Home 
Needs and complete Money - Making Plans, 
Send Coupon below TODAY! 


BLAIR, Dept. 14CX, Lynchburg, Va. 

























§ BLAIR, Dept. 14CX, Lynchburg, Va. H 
I Please rush Full-Size Blair Quality Products for ! 
| FREE TRIAL, plus Catalog and Money - Mak- ] 
| ing Plans. | 
| NAME. | 
| ADDRESS. | 


STATE 





t CITY 
fe re Ree en me oe em 


yw 


_ LOVED 
) ONE'S 


favorite snapshot made into 
a thrillingly beautiful and 
paper weight or wall decoration. 





glass dome 
PHOTO-DECOR permanently mounts your black and white 
or color snapshot, and magnifies it with amazing 3-D 


permanent 


depth. Wonderful Christmas and year ‘round gift with 
“that personal touch.’’ Send only $2.95 in money order 
or check with your wallet-size snapshot to: 


ELLEE ENTERPRISES 
Dept. T2 523 So. 5 Ave. Mt. Vernon, N. Y. 
Special Offer: 3 PHOTO-DECORS for *8.00 ppd. 
Send one snapshot for each. 


Genuine Cultured PEARLS 





Buy DIRECT and SAVE! 


What a lovely necklace! Genuine Cultured Pearls in 
a 24-K Gold Plated tulip setting on a fine 24-K Gold 
Plated chain, Earrings to match, Order for yourself— 
and for Gifts! 

#1-8 Pendant ......scccccess only $2.95 
ee Dns 60 65s Ce oa e.0's only $3.95 
We Pay Fed. Tax and postage. Money back if not 
delighted! Send check or money order. CATALOG 


E. 
THE SUN CO., Dept. T-12 
18405 W. Dixie Highway, Miami 62, Florida 


53 








[ was too stunned to do anything but 
laugh angrily. “You must be joking. We’ve 
lost everything else—now you want me to 
in the house too! Certainly not.” 
“We haven’t lost anything yet except 
hat Bob took,” Jack said evenly. “And 
that I can earn back.” 

‘Then why don’t you?” I cried shrilly. 
“Because you can’t, that’s why!” 

\ feeling of utter hopelessness swept 

ne and I began to cry. “Mary, hon- 

ey!” Jack groaned, and came to kneel be- 
putting his arms around me. I 
ed my head on his shoulder and sobbed 
“Oh, Jack, I’m so sick of this 
and uncertainty! Please, darling, 

sive it up. Get a job again, so we'll have 


> 


throw 


4 


! > 
ide ne 


ay heck—’ 
He let go of me and stood up. Hands in 
he looked down at me without 
ithy. “That’s all you care about, isn’t 
1 paycheck!” For the first time I could 
ber he sounded angry. “What / 
that doesn’t matter to you at all. 
Nothing counts with you but things. Well, 
‘ll get your things. But I'll get them 
for you my way.” 
He turned on his heel and went into the 
ym. By the time I had locked up 
turned out the lights he was asleep. 
l lressed in the dark and slid into bed 
side him. tired in body and soul. My last 
iking thought was, So this was our 
Thanksgiving Day! Well, it can’t get much 
Something has to break soon. 
(nd it did. But not the way I thought, 
ke things better. Because after 
Thanksgiving came Christmas. Christmas 
1 two little girls with eager eyes and 
tters to Santa Claus. Two little girls with 
sting faces, making out small, pathetic 
mama doll for Sara, a bicycle for 
Barbie, a puppy for us all... . 
Christmas—and no money at all. Not 
a tree. Christmas—and Jack see- 
thing. thinking nothing. but how to 
oney for the Coffee Cup. 


ekets 


T BEGAN TO HATE each new day as it 
lawned. Each time I heard a carol on 

the radio. or saw a shop window full of 
baubles, my desperation 

Surely something would happen— 

t? A family like ours, decent and 
rking—you couldn’t come right up 

» ( tmas morning and not have even a 
your childrens’ stockings, could 


gay 


Or could you? 
\s for Jack and me, we didn’t talk about 
Christmas. For that matter we didn’t talk 
ut anything. He came home from 
| went to bed and got up and went 
to work. Now and then I’d catch him look- 
with a terrible, desperate plead- 
look, and I’d know he’d want me to 
ige him, tell him I was behind him. 
Even that I would change my mind and 
1 with the work and the mortgage. 
But I couldn’t. It was all his fault. His 
to do the sensible thing was the 
f all our troubles. As for the mort- 
least you'll have a roof over your 


head, my parents had said when they gave 
me the house deed. I had been angry then. 
Now, bitterly, I knew they were wiser 
than I. 

Seven days until Christmas. The last 
day of school before vacation. Barbie came 
dancing in that afternoon, singing “Away 
In A Manger” in her sweet. childish voice. 
She stopped at the kitchen table where I 
was making bean chowder for dinner— 
the third time in a week. because beans 
were cheap and filling and there were just 
two dollars and seventy-three cents in my 
purse and no telling when I'd have more— 
and said, with little-girl urgency, “Mom- 
my. are we going to get our tree tomorrow ? 
Can I help pick it out. Mommy? Lots of 
people have theirs already!” 

A knife turned slowly in my heart. “T’ll 
see, darling.” My throat was tight with 
held-in tears. “And of course you can help 
pick it, and trim it too!” 

Only there wouldn’t be any tree. But 
how could you say that to a small girl 
when she was looking at you that way? 

By the time Jack got home that night I 
was all primed to have a show-down with 
him. But before I could open my mouth 
he came over to put his arms around me 
and give me a quick kiss—something he 
hadn’t done for weeks. He said excitedly, 
“Mary. keep your fingers crossed, hon—I 
think I’ve got a line on a place where I 
can borrow some money—enough to see us 
through!” 

“Borrow?” I repeated blankly. “Where 
—on what?” 

He began to pace the floor with quick, 
energetic steps. “It’s a new loan outfit and 
they’re hungry for accounts. Fellow was 
telling me about them today. I’m going to 
close up early Monday and go see them. 
Gosh, hon, if I can get fifteen hundred 
from them—or even a thousand—” He 
paused, and looked down at me pleadingly. 
“We could even spend some for Christmas 
stuff for the kids. I’ve been going crazy, 
worrying about that. ‘“ 

“T didn’t know you even cared.” I said 
it more to myself than to him. And sud- 
denly I began to cry. I buried my face in 
my hands and the despairing sobs tore 
from my heart. It was such a mess—such 
an awful mess. 

Then Jack was gathering me into his 
arms, pressing his face to mine. “Mary, 
Mary. of course I care! I die a little every 
time I see you and the kids going without 





things . . . knowing how much things mean 
to you. But if I can get this loan our 


troubles will be over. Please. hon, have 
faith in me a little longer!” 

He kissed me then, hungrily, and all the 
hurt and loneliness and heartache I’d been 
feeling went into my kiss. Oh, how I 
longed to be really one with my husband 
again! To have faith in him, to love him 
wholly, the way it used to be. 

I lay in his arms that night, and he 
made love to me with a tenderness and 
passion that shook me to my very soul. 
“My wife,” he whispered, his lips moving 


over my face, my throat. “Darling, I do 
love you, so very much. I'll make it all 
up to you, just see if I don’t!” 

I wanted to believe him. I tried to be. 
lieve. And almost, I did. Maybe he would 
get the loan. Maybe it would pull the Cof. 
fee Cup out of the slump. Maybe things 
would be right for us again. Maybe Christ. 
mas would mark the turning point! 


HEN IT was Monday. Monday, the day 

that brought the notice from the life in. 
surance company that in five days Jack’s 
policy would be void. The day when Jack 
was to apply for the loan. 

And after a while it was Monday eve. 
ning. and the loan hadn’t gone through, 
and I was saying nastily to Jack. “I can’t 
feel that having you means much security.” 
But it wasn’t really security I was thinking 
about. All I could think of was Christmas 
—five days away, and no money at all. 

That was a horrible evening. Jack and 
I spoke only when we had to. The chil. 
dren, sensing the tension between us, were 
quarrelsome and cross. I put them to bed 
early. Then Jack and I sat in the living 
room, each pretending to read. but not 
turning the pages. Finally we went to bed, 
still not speaking. We lay together in. the 
big bed, but as far apart in our hearts as 
if we were utter strangers. 

I lay awake a long time that night. and 
the next morning I slept late. Jack was 
gone when I woke up. I lay huddled under 
the covers. dreading getting up to face an- 
other day. feeling a thousand years old. 
Finally I heard the children stirring. and I 
got up and pulled up the blinds. I gasped 
in delight as I looked out the window. 
Snow had come during the night, the first 
snow of the season, and the whole world 
was buried under an immaculate, soundless 
blanket of white. I thought happily: A 
white Christmas! 

And then the despair washed back over 
me, blotting out the loveliness of nature. 
Christmas—hah! 

Suddenly there was the sound of running 
feet, and the girls came dancing into my 
room, hugging me ecstastically. 

“Snow, Mommy! Oh, do you think may- 
be we'll get a sled for Christmas. When 
are we going to get our tree? Can we get 
it today, Mommy? Please, can we?” 

I stooped and gathered them close and 
hugged their warm, wiggly little night- 
gowned bodies, and tears filled my throat. 
Then I gave each of them a little pat on 
their bottoms and said briskly, “Go get 
your robes on, you silly girls, or you'll be 
spending Christmas in bed with colds! 
Later Mommy’ll have a big surprise for 
you. Scoot, now!” 

Because suddenly I knew I wasn’t going 
to cheat my girls of Christmas. I was going 
to take them home! Home to my Mom and 
Dad—their grandparents, whom __ they 
scarcely knew, thanks to my foolish, mis- 
taken sense of loyalty to Jack. Well, I 
didn’t owe Jack anything any more. He'd 
broken every promise he had made to me. 
He had no right to deny his own little 
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girls their Christmas. just to satisfy his 
own selfish ambition! We'd leave today! 
My folks would be thrilled and delighted, 
[ knew, to have us there for the holidays. 
And after that? A small voice asked. But 
| brushed it away. Time enough to worry 
about that later. For now, I was suddenly 
full of nostalgic memories of the farm at 
Christmas time. The big tree right off the 
back lot, the Yule log burning in the huge 
stone fireplace, the specially fattened 
goose, the Christmas Eve candlelight serv- 
ice in the white-spired country church. 
Neighbors dropping in... 

All at once I couldn’t wait. I was sick 
to be gone, to be out of all the misery and 
despair and problems with no solution. 
[ wanted to go home. I wanted my Mom 
and my Dad. I wanted to feel like Christ- 
mas! 

I felt suddenly warm and excited. “Girls 

Barbie, Sara,” I called. “How would you 
like to go to Granpa’s farm for Christ- 
mas?” 

They came flying, faces a-shine. “Really, 
Mommy? All of us? Daddy too?” 

A chill took the edge off my excitement. 
[ said carefully. “He'll be too busy to come 


today. But maybe Christmas day—and 
['ll be there. We'll drive up there today. 
Okay?” 


“Okay,” they echoed. But some of the 
shine was gone. and I thought, darn you 
anyway, Jack. Can’t you see what you're 
doing to us all? 

I plunged into preparations. Breakfast, 
clean house, pack. There was so little to 
pack—! And no money for gifts, not even 
for Mom and Dad. 

I meant to leave a note for Jack. Then I 
realized there wouldn’t be enough gas in 
the car, and I’d have to have a little money. 
I'd have to stop by the Coffee Cup. That 
made me angry, too—to have to ask for 
money for gas to go see my folks! And 
anyway, I didn’t want to see Jack, though 
I didn’t ask myself why. But there was no 
way out of it. 

It was mid-morning when I pushed open 
the door and went in, and there were only 
a couple of customers at the counter. Jack 
was using some sort of red and green paint 
to make a Christmas design on the wall 
mirror back of the counter. I’d been feel- 
ing vaguely guilty and ashamed, but seeing 
that suddenly made me boil. He didn’t 
care that there wasn’t a bit of Christmas 
at home—but here. in this dingy dump. 
he cared enough to make a Christmas de- 
sign for the customers. 

He turned when he 
the mirror. 
he followed me. 
need ten dollars. 
girls and go home 
need gas money.” 

It was cruel to say 
wanted to be cruel. I wanted to hurt him. 
because I was hurt. And I knew I had. 
He looked at me with a sick expression. 
He said slowly, “Just—for 
You—you'll be back. Mary?” 

“T don’t know. [ suppose so.” I felt 


saw me reflected in 
I marched to the kitchen and 
said harshly. “Jack. I 
I’ve decided to take the 
for Christmas, and Ill 


it that way. but I 


Christmas? 


“All I know 


a sudden knot of tears choking me, and I 
wanted to get out before I began to cry. 
is I can’t go on this 
I have to have time to think. May I have 
the money?” 

He went out to the cash register and I 
went with him. He pulled the key and took 
out a twenty dollar bill and put it in my 
hand. It was the only one in the till. I 
felt a stab of remorse. I said, “I don’t need 
that much.” 

“Keep it.” His voice was rough. “I was 
saving it for you. For Christmas.” He 
pushed the till shut and stood looking at 
me as if he didn’t expect to see me again. 
He said softly, “Merry Christmas, darling.” 

I went out to the car. My shoulders were 
shaking with sobs I fought to control. I 
was torn between pity and anger. What a 
stupid way to live! And all because Jack 
was so stubborn. Not knowing when he 
was licked. ... 


way. 


T QUARTER OF FIVE that night I 
turned the nose of the car into the 
driveway that led from the country road to 
I thought, with a catch in my 
even lovelier than I remem- 
bered. The snowfall had been heavier 
here. and the house and every shrub and 
fence-post was draped in whiteness that 
sparkled frostily in the waning light. I'd 
called the folks to tell them we were com- 
ing. and the old house blazed with lights, 
while a huge Christmas tree stood inside 
the living room window, just as it had when 
I was a little girl. 

Just then the front door swung 
and there stood Dad—older, grayer. more 
stooped than I remembered, but still rock- 
“Come in, come in!” he 
called. and hurried out to the car to help 
us with our bags. 

The girls climbed shyly out of the car, 
and Dad swooped them up, one on each 


our house. 
throat. /t’s 


open, 


hard and strong. 


arm, and gave them a whiskery kiss while 
they ducked and giggled. “Hey, girls, glad 
you came!” he said heartily. “Got a passle 
of pups we been wondering what to name 
think you could help us?” 
“Puppies!” the girls squealed. 
see them?” 
“Right in here!” 
about her shoulders. 
ing hands from the 
ran shouting to her. 
bags 


“Where? 
Can we 
That was Mom, shawl 
reaching out welcom- 
front door. The girls 

Dad picked up our 
and led the way up the steps. The 
warmth of the fireplace met us at the door, 
was full of the smell of Christ- 
mas cookies baking. 

We were home. Home at last 

There was no time to think that evening, 
and that suited me fine. 
to think. 


the house 


I didn’t want time 
I wanted to forget everything but 


being at home. having a wonderful. joyful 
time. Food. gifts. love—everything in 
abundance! All the things that made 


Christmas really Christmas. 

It was pathetic to see how happy Mom 
and Dad were to have us, and for the girls 
There 
and 
the milking to 


the farm was a fairyland of pure joy. 


were old Spotty’s pups to be 


touched and exclaimed over. 


seen 
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watch 


the horses to be bedded down. 
was the wonderful farm dinner— 


here 


ried chicken, mashed potatoes, three kinds 


f vegetables, rich Indian pudding. 
Mom watched the girls devouring their 
inne She said, “They look a mite 
iked, Mary—and so do you.” 
[ said quickly, suddenly on the defensive 
“They're growing fast. Remember 
pindly I used to be?” 


Dad asked pointedly, “You growing fast, 
I flushed helplessly, and Dad said gently, 


Things not going so good, baby?” 
We've had some problems,” I admitted, 
nt to talk about it—or Jack. “But 
ron out.” 
You did right to come home,” Mom said 
‘We'll help you figure things out.” 
| knew what they meant. They hoped I 
id finally decided to leave Jack, to come 
Well, I thought wearily, 
had, at that. I was so sick of 
poverty and insecurity! 
[ went to bed that night in my old room, 
was almost like erasing the years. 
Mom and Dad good-night, my old 
kept just as it always had been, Mom 


» Stay. 


1) I 


oming up to tuck me in—everything com- 


make me feel like a girl again. 


Mi ing wide my window, letting in a 


sky. alive with stars. 


made the farm. 


We 
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crisp. snow-scented air. 

Don’t get up till you feel like it,” she 
Ill love giving the girls their break- 

The sleep will do you good.” 
S vent and kissed me and went out. 
looked out the open window at the night 
I felt warm and se- 
| cared for. I would have been per- 
appy if I could only have kept 
of Jack out of my mind. In spite 
[ was missing him. wanting him. 
t the way he’d been lJately, I re- 
yself. I wanted him the way he’d 
r were first married. Well, 
Christmas maybe I'd go back to him. 
before! He needed to miss us. 
vhat he was throwing away with 


i we 


ornness, 
ip feeling rested and wonderful. 
rm, fragrant kitchen I ate a huge 
of hot cakes and home-cured 
ile Mom chattered happily along 
plans for the week. It was im- 
ot to catch her enthusiasm; be- 
it I caught myself laughing as 
I in ages! 

\ breakfast I bundled up and Dad 
howed me the improvements he’d 
Later, old friends and 
£ rs dropped in to say hello. It grew 
it to think about Jack. And when 
lid. it was with defiance. If he wanted 
let him prove it by considering 

for a change. 
lhursday night—Christmas Eve—there’d 
the candle-light service at the church. 
night Mom and I worked in 
getting the mincemeat ready 
the pies, preparing the bread for stuff- 
g the goose. | wore an apron I'd made in 
hool sewing class. We talked of 
other Christmases, and some- 


how. here with Mom and Dad in the snug 
warmth of the farm kitchen, those years 
seemed closer than the ones I'd spent with 
Jack. Upstairs Barbie and Sara were 
asleep, their small tummies full of Mom’s 
delicious cooking, their faces rosy from 
exercise in the snow. It was all so good... . 

The telephone rang, and Dad answered 
it. It held no warning for me. no premoni- 
tion. It seemed just a minor interruption 
in our talk. I heard Dad say. “Mrs. Davis 
—Mary? Yes, she’s here.” 

I thought, suddenly furious. I suppose 
it’s Jack, wanting to coax us to come home 
to him. Well, I wouldn’t do it! I set down 
the pan of cranberries I'd been picking 
over and got up to go to the telephone. I 
was looking at Dad, and I saw a ghastly 
expression come over his face. 

“Oh. no.” he faltered. And then. “I'll 
tell her. Yes. of course.” 

He hung up. Then slowly he came over 
to where I stood. clinging to a corner of 
the table, my knees jelly under me. He put 
his arm around my shoulder. “Now, 
Mary.” he said quietly, “you’ve got to be 
sensible. It probably isn’t near as bad as 
it sounds, these things seldom are—” 

“What is it?” I cried, already half- 
knowing. “Jack—?” 

“They fished him out of the river this 
evening.” Dad said hoarsely. “That was 
City Emergency calling. He’s there, and 
alive, but not out of danger yet—” 

I grabbed at him and my fingers dug into 
his arm. “It isn’t true.” I screamed. 
“There’s some mistake—” 

But even as I spoke I knew it was true. 
and I knew it was I who had pushed him 
into that river as surely as if I had stood 
behind him on the bank and shoved . . 

Suddenly I covered my face with my 
hands and sobbed brokenly. “I love him 
so! If he dies...” 

If Jack died! Why, my whole world 
would die with him! All my childishness, 
my pettiness, the trivial stuff of Christmas 
fell away. and in a blinding flash I saw that 
nothing in this world would matter to me 
again—if I couldn’t share it with him! 

“Hush, baby,” Dad was saying. His arm 
was still around me. holding me steady. “It 
wasn’t your fault. It’s like I’ve said all 
along. The man’s unstable —” 

I pulled away and stood facing them. 
tears pouring down my face. “It is my 
fault! I drove him to it! I’ve been acting 
like a little girl. wanting to be cared for 
and wrapped in cotton, instead of—oh, I 
haven’t time to talk! Mom, will you get the 
girls ready while I pack? I’ve got to go to 
him—” 

I left Mom and Dad looking after us 
with tight-lipped disapproval and disap- 
pointment. But at last it didn’t matter. 
I would never again feel that I had to de- 
fend Jack to them. They didn’t know Jack. 
I did. It was as simple as that. 


LL THE WAY back to Colton, while I 
} F 
+*% drove with tense concentration over the 
snowy. ice-patched highway, one part of 


my mind went over everything that had 
happened between Jack and me, clear up 
to tonight. I saw at last that right from 
the first I had failed to stand beside Jack 
the way a wife should. I had wanted him 
to look after me as if I was a child and 
he my father. Without consciously admit. 
ting it to myself I had set out to make 
Jack fail with the Coffee Cup, refusing to 
help him or let him borrow money on the 
house. refusing him even my encourage. 
ment—so he’d be forced to go back to a 
job with a paycheck! I hadn’t had enough 
faith in my man to gamble even a few mis- 
erable dollars on his success! Well. it 
would be different—if he lived! We'd get 
that mortgage. and I’d get Mrs. Harris. 
next door, to watch the girls, and I'd work 
shoulder to shoulder with Jack until we 
had the place running like a top... . 

In the hospital a nurse took Barbie and 
Sara in tow. and I went alone to the room 
where they told me Jack was. I took a 
deep breath before I opened the door, and 


a quick. wordless prayer flew from my 
heart—-a prayer that a faithless wife might 


have another chance... . 

Then I pushed open the door and went 
in. 

\ doctor and nurse were by the bed. 
They looked at me. Then they stepped 
aside. I knelt beside the bed and put my 
arms around the limp, sick-faced man in 
the bed. 

“Jack. my darling. why did you do it? 
Don’t you know I love you?” 

Slowly he turned his head until his tired 
eyes were looking into mine. “Too bad it 
didn’t go right. hon.” he said wearily. “It 
was to be my Christmas present to 
to you. .” His voice broke. and he 
turned away. “I even failed at this. .. .” 
I barely caught the words. 

“Your—your death—a_ present?” I 
moaned through the shame that engulfed 


me. “Oh, Jack—” 
“No, not that. It was the insurance 
policy . . . Tomorrow it will be void. If I 


died today you’d get the money. I meant 
it to be my Christmas present to you and 
the girls. I’m sorry I bungled it. It was 
all [ had to give... .” His voice trailed off. 

I thought. scorched by my guilt and 
shame. /t was all he had to give—just his 
life! For a wife who wouldn’t even give 
him her faith. ... 


If you’re ever in Colton be sure to stop 
and see us at the Coffee Cup. It’s the 
cleanest, busiest. most cheerful restaurant 
in town! I work beside Jack to keep it that 
way. Not because I have to any more— 
our success has been phenomenal, and Jack 
can afford all the help he needs. Now I 
work for 

And it all began on that Christmas night 
when, in a little different way. the Christ 
Child was born again in our hearts. Born 
in faith, in understanding and _forgive- 


love. 





ness. . . . The Christmas I learned—al- 
most too late—what makes Christmas 
really Christmas! THE END 
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Ray Charles: How I See Without 
My Eyes 


(Continued from Page 16) 


quire ‘What do they see in each other?’ 
So. to me, the characteristics of a woman 
are more important. 

“An arrogant, nasty woman, who looks 
down on people can be very irritating. 
Equally so, a light skinned woman who 
looks down on a dark person. 

“What really matters to me: Is she sweet 
in her heart and soul? Is she truthful, 
honorable and sincere? Can you put de- 
pendability in her? Does she have respect 
for herself? If so, she will have respect 
for others and others will respect 
Since beauty is only skin deep. I would 
love a once beautiful woman even if her 
beauty was taken away. That’s life. You 
take the bitter with the sweet. You have 
patience and everything comes out all 
right.” 

Ray. at 29, is equally as perceptive about 
He enjoyed singing before he 
ever saw a piano. “I picked out a tune by 
ear on the first piano I ever saw.” Blind 
since the age of seven. he learned music 
hy note in a school for the blind in St. 
Augustine, Florida. He sang and played 
in churches in Seattle, Washington. At 14. 
career. first by 
with choral 


her. 


his music. 


he began his professional 
singing with bands and later 
groups. 

“How do I compose and make up lyrics? 
I put myself in someone else’s position. 
How would the average Joe feel? I put 
myself in his position. Take A Fool For 
You. Lots of people feel like that. I get 
ideas while listening to people talking. 
Sometimes, I get ideas while Jeff and I 
are playing cards or dominoes. While lis- 


tening to conversations around me. some- 
times a title runs through my head. I think 


about it a while and I add more words and 
hum more music until it becomes a com- 
plete song. 

“Composing and writing lyrics just 
comes naturally to me at no special time 
or place. For instance. What Would I Do 
With You To See Me Through and I’ve Got 
{ Woman. The reason people like those 
songs is because they either see themselves 
know in them. 

“T’ve been recording since 1949. My 
most popular numbers are What I Say, A 
Fool For You and I’ve Got A Woman. 
These tunes tell a story and I feel that 
story when I write or sing. That’s why 
people like them.” 

Ray Charles is equally perceptive about 
doing things for himself. He has a valet 
and a manager because, “A performer 
would be too tired to perform if he did 
everything for himself and these two men 


or people they 


relieve me and give me an opportunity 
to get some rest.” 

When Ray travels. he carries seven suits 
Here 

conservative clothes. 
I pick out the styles I go to the 
tailor and pick out the colors, styles and 
whether I like the 
material by feels. I like my 
suits to be the business type cut in the best 
My tuxedoes. I like in the very latest 
style.” Ray then felt among his suits and 
brought out his tuxedo to show me that it 
is styled in the latest fashion. It has satin 
rather than satin revers. 


most of the time. again. he shows 
perception. “I like 


myself. 


materials. I can tell 
the way it 


style. 


braid binding 

When purchasing a car. 
same quality of knowing but is aided by 
feeling the headlights. the tail. 
windshield 


Ray shows this 


the doors. 


the windows, the and dash- 


board. This way, he knows whether he 
likes the car. Ray enjoys riding between 
shows. 


from his home and family 


While away 





LOVEI"?S MEMORIES 


Today 

I see your face 

Against my mirrored 

You cannot be so far away 

When memories still clasp in love’s 
embrace. 


mind 


—Helen Sue Isely 





in his leisure time. he and 
Jeff play poker. whist and blackjack to 
while away the time. He also likes to play 
dominoes with a specially made ivory set. 

When at home. he likes to listen to re- 
cordings. And most any 
convenient, he likes to read the Bible. “You 
Bible is such a big book (It’s 
jut I really enjoy it because 


in Los Angeles. 


time when it is 


know my 
in Braille). 
there is some of every kind of literature in 
it. By reading it. I find that I am better 
able to understand what is going on today. 
I find that if you pay attention to what you 
read in the Bible. you will live pretty near- 
ly right.” 

The people who work around and with 
Ray Charles are fond of him. He is 
a hard worker and demands good perform- 
Any success he 


very 


ances from his co-workers. 
may achieve can be attributed to the fact 
that “I work hard, I’m my own worst critic, 
and I know what I want. even if others 


don’t.” THE END 





Glamorous—Instantly wonderful 


HAIR-DO’S.:. 


Humania has the hair-do you need... for the hair 
style you want...ata price that you can afford. 
ON MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE BASIS 
You have choice of shades; black, off-black, dark-brown. 









BOB WIG—1460 
Miss Personality 
Attractive. Part cut WIG 6000. 








CONTE. Italian / 
GLAMOUR, Clus- 
Very smart, Nat- ter curl. Covers 
center. .... 24.50 urallooking entire head. 
Mixed grey 29.50 part. ........29.75 Made extra 
Mixed arey 34.95 heavy. .... 10.95 
aN Mixed grey 13.95 


either side or 





Broided Side Puffs 
No. 106. Two at- 


Half Wig. 3105 
Has curled ban 
in front of me troctive clusters roll, ‘Nosmyren 
ural lookingpart. at the price of "et. Only 2.75 
Covers entire one. .......... 3.95 Mixed grey 3.75 
head. ...... 17.50 Mixed grey 4.95 Compare the quality 
Mixed grey 22.50 and the low cost of Humania Hair Do’s. 


Write today for 48 page HUMANIA 
FRE booklet, a colorful collection of new 
Ss erecremnernem 


CHIGNON. Large 


hair styles. 
2-T 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10 


Sevens Nearly 
ltches To Death 


“Il nearly itched to death for 7\5 years. Then I 
discovered a new wonder skin creme. Now I’m 
happy,” says Mrs. D. Howard of Los Angeles 
Here's blessed relief from tortures of vaginal itch, 
rectal itch, chafing, rash and eczema with a pew 
amazing scientific formula called LANACANE. This 
fast-acting, stainless medicated creme kills harmful 
bacteria germs while it soothes raw, irritated and 
inflamed skin tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds 
healing. Don't suffer! Get LANACANE at druggists! 











The skilled hand of the 
German gunsmith is 
responsible for this .22 
caliber, 6-shot repeater 
automatic with self- 
ejecting clip. Just 4” long, fits easily into 
pocket or purse. Ideal for sporting events, 
stage use (not available to Calif. residents). 
Not a lethal weapon—sold on money back 
guarantee. Comes for $6.95 from Best vere 


Dept. A-65, 4 A-65, 401 Market St., Newark, N. 
IN 9 WEEKS AT HOME LEARN 
QIG PUALE The FASCINATING DUTIES OF A 


PRACTICAL wllitl3 


No high school needed to Graduate with 
Diploma. Profession pays up to $300 a month. 
Steady, pleasant work in good times or bad. 
Ages 16-60. Doctor’s endorsement of this 
lowest-fee course. Average ws $1. 

au — 












The Lincoln School of ana Nursing 
805 Larrabee St., Dept. T-12, Los Angeles 46, Callf. 


Rush 16-page FRE E booklet “* Careers in Nursing"’. 
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No Father For Their Babies 


(Continued from Page 12) 


She would date no one else. Her 
were scandalized. Dorothea argued 
that they were just mean-minded and 
idiced. “I’m tired of the Ivy League 
she would storm. “What’s wrong 
darker skin and a foreign accent?” 
One day Dorothea moved out of her 
unannounced, and rented a room in 
Rican section. She left school 
a job as a sales girl in a depart- 
tore. After a time her parents lo- 
her. but she couldn’t be persuaded 
eturn home. A half year later, she was 
nt—by a youth with whom she was 
ng a room. Dorothea said she was 
to marry the boy—once he got his 
She was taken to court and be- 

delinquent for life. 
cond popular reason for unmarried 
becoming pregnant was revealed 
study conducted by Dr. Ner Littner 
elyn Fogel of the Jewish Children’s 
pure of Chicago, who found many un- 
thers are actually seeking their 
love by their behavior. They found 
significant number of these girls 
nvolved in deep unconscious emo- 
rifts with their parents. This dis- 
relationship caused them to feel 
ind the babies were offered as gifts 
easement to their mothers. In some 
s, she may sense her mother’s un- 
s desire for a child and may be 

cet it for her. 

d reason, says Dr. Rose N. Franz- 
New York Psychiatrist, “is uncon- 
premeditated carelessness—the 
ey and birth of the child are like 
lesperate attempt to evoke some at- 
Such girls, the Rev. A. Malcom 
llan told the Social Hygiene As- 
often seek to solve the problems 
childhood frustrations through fan- 
iving a baby is like owning a new 
Unsuspecting young men become the 
of this drive for motherhood like 
of 15-year-old Bernice and 17- 
Johnny. Feeling unloved, un- 
nd unworthy, Bernice developed a 
spicious manner which made her 

o get along with. 
y had been in trouble with the law 
recognized in Bernice a rebel 
self. He knew that with a little 
ilk” he could get her to do just 
thing he wanted. Bernice was 
ind easily convinced that Johnny 
creat love of her life. To her, he 
ted proof that she was lovable, 


Puerto 


\ rst. Johnny used protection against 
But when none was available 
moment. Bernice pulled him to her 
Johnny shrugged and 
\s soon as he found out the 
; 9 

in a family way.” Johnny made 
carce. Bernice made no attempt 


same, 


to contact him again and when her angry 
and upset mother demanded to know the 
name of the boy. the girl replied in frus- 
trated exasperation: “Oh, what difference 
does it make. I’m pregnant.” 

The most widely used. but least accepted 
reason for pregnancy, according to the ex- 
perts. is childbirths caused by “accidents.” 
There is little proof to support the idea of 
the unmarried mother as a morally weak 
person acting on sex impulses, lacking in 
religious training or a knowledge of the 
facts of life. 

“The really wild girls,” says one expert. 
“are often shrewd enough not to get 
caught,” while it is the young unlearned 
victim who becomes pregnant after one or 
two affairs, the authorities have found. But. 
even the “innocent” girls cannot plead ig- 
norance and will admit they were aware of 
the consequence of their actions. Dr. Sam- 
uel Futterman. chief psychiatrist of the 
Los Angeles VA Mental Hygiene Clinic 
reported. 

Most of these girls never plead lack of 
knowledge of protection. religious or 
esthetic objections or medical “slipups.” 
Thusly, the unwed mothers are brought 
face to face with their own unconscious de- 
sire to become mothers. In some cases a 
girl’s story indicates she placed herself in 
the dangerous situation by allowing herself 
to be picked up. going with a fellow despite 
the warning of her friends and family and 
not protesting his advances although she 
had been taught to do otherwise. 

Then. Dr. Futterman says. there are the 
girls who claim seduction under the in- 
fluence of a spiked soft drink. or during 
the intermission at a dance by a man whose 
appearance cannot be described. 
name they don’t know. Sometimes they 
simply say they have been raped but can’t 
remember the man’s face. Some girls carry 
this after-the-fact self-protection so far as 
to insist that they are Virgin and have con- 
ceived immaculately like Jesus’s mother, 
Dr. Futterman said. 

The most common motive for an un- 
married girl getting herself pregnant is to 
compel marriage. Where a genuine love 
relationship is involved. a secret and quiet 
ceremony is often arranged as soon as the 
girl reveals her condition. This is rushed 
to allow as much time as possible after the 
marriage before the baby is born and to en- 
able the couple to fool the finger-counters 
by pretending that the childbirth is simply 
premature. 

Most social agencies are opposed to the 
pressure of the law and angry parents to 
force a marriage between couples who 
don’t love each other. A man and woman 
who have nothing in common except an il- 
legitimate baby usually cannot succeed at 
marriage, social workers say. Dr. Leontyne 
Young, professor in the School of Social 


whose 


Administration at Ohio State University 
and author of Out of Wedlock says a gir| 
ought to realize from the start that her 
chance of keeping her pregnancy secret 
and getting married to the father are pretty 
slim. ] 

Mrs. Young said: “Frankly, most men 
prefer to have their cake and eat it too, 
They would like to enjoy a_ pre-marital 
fling then marry a virgin... Men idealize 
virginity . . . This doesn’t mean that every 
man will throw over the girl he has wooed 
to marry someone he couldn’t seduce.” 

Mrs. Young’s conclusions are backed by 
the famed Kinsey report which showed that 
40 per cent of all men flatly asserted they 
would marry only virgins while only 23 
per cent of the girls interviewed held ou 
for virginity in the man they marry. 

Dr. Young, who says “God is the best 
possible defense against temptations that 
beset the younger generation,” advises 
young girls to be careful if they can’t be 
good and if they can’t be careful. to con- 
sult their parents and nearest social agency 
as soon as they become pregnant. There are 
262 Family Service Agencies in 232 cities 
for aiding unwed mothers and the troubled 
mother should seek help immediately for 
the health and welfare of her child. 

Family Service Child and Family Serv. 
ice Community Chest or Community Wel- 
fare Council will provide the services the 
unwed mother needs. The Salvation Army 
also maintains 34 maternity homes and 
hospitals in the U.S. as well as many other 
public and private charity organizations, 

As a final warning, Dr. Young says the 
mother who remarks that “Jane is keeping 
out of trouble because she doesn’t have 
dates and doesn’t fool with boys.” may be 
asking for exactly the trouble she wants 
to avoid. The chances are Jane will not 
know what to do when she starts having 
dates. 

Dr. Young advises parents to: 

1. Show understanding for the teen-age 
daughter and remember when they were in 
similar situations. 

2. Give sound sex advice to daughters. 

3. Provide parental guidance in helping 
the teen-agers make their own decisions 
and accept responsibilities for the result. 

Finally, as a member of the community. 
Dr. Young says parents can help by being 
less critical when they hear of a girl who 
has become illegitimately pregnant. If 
community punishment is added to self- 
punishment it may become the load that 
can break the spirit of a young girl for 
life. At best, it makes the possibility of 
giving her the help she needs more im- 
possible. 

Condemnation—the punishment of the 
modern community—does not stop other 
girls from making the same mistake. The 
only way to prevent more unwed mothers 
and babies without fathers is to understand 
what causes them and wish to help them 
by keeping the unwed mother and father- 
less child in the family of society. 


THE END 





aps 
Hil 
hec 
nei 
reh 


hav 
of 

mu 
the 


Siz 
rea 
pa 
Gr 
sal 
Isl 


tra 


Sa 
hit 
bu 
pa 


oO 
ga 


— So 


— 7 


niv ersity 
Sa girl 
that her 
y secret 
e pretty 


vst men 
! it too, 
‘marital 
idealize 
it every 
$ Wooed 
ce.” 
*ked by 
red that 
ed they 
nly 23 
eld out 


1e best 
ns that 
advises 
an’t be 
tO Con: 
agency 
ere are 
cities 
oubled 
ly for 


’ Serv- 
y Wel- 
es the 
Army 
s and 
- other 
itions, 
vs the 
eping 
have 
ay be 
wants 
Il not 
aving 


n-age 
ere in 


hters, 
Iping 
isions 
ult. 

inity, 
being 
who 
oe 
self- 
that 
| for 
ly of 
; im- 


~ the 
ther 
The 
hers 
tand 
hem 
her- 


-ND 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 8) 


apartment building on Harlem’s Sugar 
Hill. for the first time recently Timmie 
became about annoying his 
neighbors and so closed all windows during 
rehearsal period. And so, Timmie received 
a complaint: “The tenants of this building 
have had some discussion about the matter 
of your loud and noisy rehearsals. If you 
must continue with this—please do so with 


concerned 


the windows open.” 


Six-foot-six Geoffrey Holder, al- 
ready established as a dancer, actor, and 
painter, made his debut as a singer in a 
Greenwich Village jazz palace at about the 
same time his first book, Black Gods, Green 
Islands (for which he also did the illus- 
trations) came off the presses. 


Sammy Davis Jr., not much older 
himself, celebrated his 30 years in show 
business by dining with erstwhile sparring 
partner Frank Sinatra at a Reno hotel. 


Nat King Cole, singer-pianist par 
excellence, and a bit older than Sammy 
is being congratulated on his 25th anni- 
versary in the business this year. 


Sylvia Copeland, the cute singer- 
pianist who was snatched out of Lena 
Horne’s “Jamaica” during rehearsal stages 
because she had too much talent for the 
chorus, hasn’t been idle lately. She ac- 
quired a husband during a month’s en- 
gagement in Haiti (Canadian attorney, 
Hubert Abraham) a new name (Ginger 
Ryan) a record contract and new album 
release “Ginger and Spice,” and will soon 
increase the population. 


One of the first bookings to ax the 
singing Platters after their brush with the 
law was a benefit show for the children 
of police and firemen killed in the line of 
duty. They were replaced by The Three 
Stooges. 


The afternoon following the night 
cool trumpeter Miles Davis was bopped 
by the cops in front of Birdland, he went 
sparring at a local uptown gym. To get 
in shape for the next round, no doubt. 


After four years of estrangement, 
the Sonny Tils (he’s lead singer of the 
Orioles) have thrown in the towel on 
their marriage-go-round and picked up 
divorce papers in Baltimore (his home 
town). Their six-year old son stays with 
mama. 


Lightning struck Chicago’s Arch- 
way Lounge recently: Movie Producer 
Harry Belafonte walked in, spied pretty 
19-year-old waitress Sonji Roy, and now 
she’s being considered for a part in one of 
Harry’s upcoming films. 





“Skin Success’’ Scap Gives 


You a Lot More... 


REAL 


° DEODORANT 


PROTECTION! |! 
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... And It Saves You Money, Too! 


Now this famous improved beauty 
soap also stops perspiration odor 
worries. It does much more than any 
ordinary soap — at no extra cost! 
You get the full added benefit of 
long-lasting deodorant protection 
as well as deep-down help for your 
complexion—all in one great soap! 


Stay Fresh and Clean All Over! 
Millions know how “Skin Success” 
Soap works to clear and soften the 
skin, to reveal a naturally smooth, 
lovely complexion. Now it works 
wonders to help skin smell fresh 

s>~\ and sweet — and stay 
z that way all day long! 








pALMER's 


Use it all the time! See how it gently 
sweeps away surface germs that 
often aggravate pimples, rashes and 
blackheads. Your skin feels more 
alive and healthy! 


In the bath, work in the medicated 
foam of “Skin Success” for 3 lux- 
urious minutes. It gives real head- 
to-toe protection, even where usual 
messy deodorants don’t reach. And 
daily use improves this effect! 





Dragged Down by Upset Skin? 


“SKIN SUCCESS” OINTMENT gives fast, 
blessed relief from the itching misery of 
eczema, tetter, aggravated rashes and 
many nagging skin troubles. 
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NEEDED! 


YOUR POEM TO BE SET TO MUSIC 


All types for songs and recordings. Send poems 
today for FREE examination. ASCOT MUSIC, INC. 
6021 Sunset Bivd., Hollywood 28, Calif. e Studio t1 












Be in step with fashion-selected 
originals superbly created for us, 
like our new ‘‘Jeane’’. In_ fall 
Biack or Red Kid, 3” heels. Other 
styles to EEE. 

Money back guar. ..... ‘ 
WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG 


SYD KUSHNER 


Dept. T-12, 733 South St. 
Philadeltphia 47, Pa. 


Widths 
C-D-E 
All sizes 
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“With God 


All Things Are Possible” 


Are you facing difficult problems?—Poor Health?—Money or Job Troubles?—Unhappiness?—Drink?—Love or 
Family Troubles?—Would you like more Happiness, Success and ‘‘Good Fortune’’ in Life?—If you have any 
of these Problems, or others like them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS of a remarkable NEW 


WAY of PRAYER that is helping thousands to glorious new happiness and joy! And it 
may bring a whole new world of happiness and joy to you—very, very quickly, too! 


FREE To All Who Need Help! 


Just clip this message NOW and mail with your name, address and 10c to cover 
postage and handling. We will rush this wonderful NEW MESSAGE of PRAYER 
and FAITH to you by Return Mail. We will also send you a FREE copy of our . 
magazine called FAITH which will show you exactly how to apply our won- > 

derful NEW WAY of PRAYER in seeking God's Guidance and Help in meeting . 
your Problems. You will bless this day, Dear Friend, so don’t delay! If you 
have Problems of any kind, if you would like more Happiness, Success 
and “Good Fortune” in life, send your name, address and 10c NOW to 


LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5209, Noroton, Conn. 
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If You Love Me—Prove It! 


(Continued from Page 35 
Cont I Page 35 


re beginning to turn, their red 
e colors added a brilliant haze to 


\|, frame farmhouse, hiding the fact 


ded a coat of paint. 

ve all winter to fix things up 
re,” Jeff assured me as we went 
ing our things in. 
| been right. It was wonderful not 
lose neighbors; not to have to 
the young couple who had lived 
rth of us arguing nearly every 
he Johnson’s baby above us exer- 
lungs at two in the morning. 
in’t mind the cracked and worn 
overed floors, or the faded wall- 
here was an old, rusty pump at 
hen sink 

cets, and I was determined to 

and the wood cook stove. No, 
ind—at first. We had our love— 

happiness more than made up 


instead of gleaming 


conveniences. During those first 
iths, Jeff kept busy painting and 
and I 


e Ww indows. 


made new curtains to 
ng planting time came. and all 
illion and one things. and my 
irly became a stranger to me. 
as I slipped the biscuits in the 
out at the heavy. gray 
ember when you thought the 
beautiful? How you'd wake up 
ms, and together, you'd lay 
red and blue break through 
inting the land with its brand 
I asked myself. Well, 
hadn’t stayed that way. 
took the biscuits from the oven. 
Jeff come in the small, enclosed 
I could hear the sound of the 
s he set them on the floor, then 
ng of water as he washed his 
he pan of water I always kept 


! 
inced 


/ day id 


it purpose, 
came in the kitchen I couldn’t 
tired he seemed al- 
the day hadn’t started. 
just like a dog, and I could 
nim age before my very eyes. 
eggs and bacon before him, 
ver to the stove for the coffee 


tice how 


even 


l-morning’?” I asked him as I 


coffee. 
sorry, hon. I was thinking 
IK k calf.” 


1 at the table, absently stirring 
“There’s a good movie in town 
eff. Why don’t we—” 
[ don’t have to have the veter- 
out.” he broke in. 
rrell!” I flared out hotly. “You 


1 
near me, 


He gave me a sheepish look. “Sorry. 
What were you saying?” 

“T said, there’s a good movie in town 
tonight.” I took a breath, then 
hurried on before he could interrupt me, 
“Why don’t we go in early and eat dinner, 
then take in the movie?” 

“T can’t, Della,” he said patiently. “Even 
if I didn’t have the eggs to sort, I'd still 
have to stay with the calf. Besides, we 
couldn’t go in to eat anyway. Four more 
cows came fresh, and that makes ten to 
milk, and—” 

“Do you know how long it’s been since 


deep 





THE TOY 

You kept your love as selfish as 
the child 

Who saved a toy that others dared 
not touch. 

The beauty of it made my heart 
beguiled 

Because, you see, [ loved you very 
much. 

But since | learned it could not be 
my own. 

And since I found some things are 
just for show, 

I pity you. the child who sits alone, 

Hugging the toy his heart will not 
let go. 


—Elsie Charl Schaffner 





we've been any place at all?” I demanded 
angrily. 

He looked up from his plate in surprise. 
“Why, it hasn’t been too long ago we drove 
seventy-five miles in to your sister’s party.” 

“That was over a month ago! What have 
we done since then?” 

His mouth turned into a grim line as he 
looked at me. So he was getting mad? So 
what? I was tired of nagging 
stantly for a little fun once in a 

“Tf you’d let me do a little more around 
here, maybe you'd have a little free time,” 
I continued. “Just like sorting eggs. Why 
can’t I do it?” 

“All these things take experience and 


him con- 
while. 


practice.” He got up and went over to 
the stove. He came back with the coffee pot 
and filled our cups. “Anyway, you have 
enough to do around the house.” He re- 
turned the coffee pot to the stove. then 
sat down heavily in his chair. “Soon as I 
can afford it, P11 have someone to help me. 
Then we can do more.” 


“Tl be too old to care by that time,” I 


muttered, feeling the loneliness settle over 
me. 


SPENT the rest of the morning wash- 

ing clothes, and the afternoon canning 
peaches, wishing I never had to look at 
another peach—or any other vegetable or 
fruit—as long as I lived. As I was cleaning 
up the kitchen, I heard a car horn. Then 
the back door burst open and I heard my 
sister’s voice. 

“Edith!” I fairly screamed in surprise 
and happiness. “Oh! You don’t know how 
good it is to see you.” 

“We thought we’d shock you,” she 
laughed, glancing around the _ kitchen. 
“You never come in to see us any more.” 

“Oh, well. Jeff’s been pretty busy.” Now 
I was feeling embarrassed as I saw her 
look around. They had never been out here 
before, and looking at it through Edith’s 
eyes, the house looked worse than ever. 
Would we ever get a few modern conven- 
iences? 

I showed Edith about the house, making 
my voice light and nonchalant as I men- 
tioned that by next winter we would have 
electricity, and running water. Jeff had 
already partitioned off part of the store- 
room for our bathroom, and we'd ordered 
the bathroom fixtures in anticipation. 

“Ill fix us some coffee.” I told her as we 
came downstairs. 

“It’s nice.” she commented, seating her- 
self at the kitchen table. 

I stopped pumping water and turned to 
look at her, small and trim in her light blue 
suit. “Nice? Well not hardly. but it will 
be in time, with all the plans we’ve made 
for the house.” 

“I’ve no doubt about that. Jeff’s a very 
stable and reliable person. It’s Jeff, the 
land, the animals grazing so contentedly 
out there in the pasture. The quietness.” 

The land and animals she spoke of were 
standing between me and my having a little 
fun, [ couldn’t help but think as I thought 
of the conversation at breakfast. Oh, well. 
in time, Jeff would see it my way. He had 
to! I felt I was slowly suffocating from 
lack of fun. 

We were on our second cup of coffee 
when Herb came in. “Well, how’s the little 
farm wife?” his voice boomed loudly in the 
quiet kitchen. Involuntarily, I winced, and 
though I was really fond of my brother-in- 
law, I could never quite get used to his 
loudness. Still, I wished Jeff was more like 
him. Especially his desire to have a good 
time. 

“Say, that husband of yours must be 
made of rock. Just following him around 
the last half hour nearly wore me out.” 

“Then sit down and have a cup of cof- 
fee,” Edith said a little sarcastically. 

He waved his hand. “Oh, no! That isn’t 
what I need. U've got what I need out in 
the car.” He hurried out of the kitchen. 
He came hack carrying a large paper bag. 
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taking from it an assortment of bottles. He 
puffed on his cigar expansively. “Can I fix 
you ladies a nice drink?” 
' “None for me. thanks,” I declined. “I 
have to fix supper. But Ill take you up 
on it tonight.” 

All during supper, Jeff eyed the clock, 
finally excusing himself, before the rest 
of us were half finished. “The eggs.” he 
apologized. 

“Can't they wait, just this once?” I 
asked him sharply. “After all. it isn’t every 
Saturday we have company.” Or any other 
time, for that matter, I wanted to add. 

“Just pretend we’re not even here,” 
Edith laughed. 

“When you're all through. why don’t we 
run into town for a little excitement?” 
Herb suggested. 

Jeff cleared his throat. “It'll be a little 
late when I’m through here. Then there’s 
the—” 

“_the milking. and the sick calf.” I 
broke in disgustedly. 

He looked at me for a moment. “It needs 
special care.” 

I need some special care, too, my eyes 
tried to tell him. “Don’t be so serious,” I 
laughed for the benefit of Edith and Herb, 
trying to cover up my anger, and hurt. 
“We'll have a little party when you’re 
through.” 

“Can I help?” I heard Herb ask as he 
followed Jeff from the kitchen on slightly 
unsteady feet. 

Edith helped me with the dishes, then 
went outside. I scrubbed the kitchen floor 
vigorously, trying to empty my anger and 
hurt on the worn linoleum. Jeff was getting 
to be like an old man. The farm hadn’t 
turned out at all like I thought it would. 
It was more like a heartless master. and 
more and more, Jeff lived for it alone. until 
there was very little left over for me. 

Jeff finished up around nine, informing 
me the calf would be all right. We all sat 
in the seldom-used living room. where 
Herb made us a drink. Edith and Herb 
both seemed genuinely interested in the 
farm, plying Jeff with many and varied 
questions. I really wasn’t paying too much 
attention until I heard Herb saying. 
“What’s the matter, old boy, didn’t you 
hear me?” 

I glanced over at Jeff seated across the 
toom, seeing his closed eyes and slightly 
opened mouth. I jumped up from the sofa 
and went over to him, shaking his shoulder. 
“Jeff Farrell! How can you dare to go to 
sleep when we have company?” 

He opened his eyes slowly, blinking in 
surprise. “I wasn’t asleep. Just resting,” 
he protested, his voice thick with sleep. 

Edith got up from her chair, stretching 
dramatically. “I don’t blame him. I’m 
pooped too.” She threw a hard look at 
Herb. “Come on, Live-wire. Let’s turn in.” 

“It must be the country air,” Herb com- 
plained, shaking his head sadly as he and 
Edith left the room. 


I glared down at Jeff. “Vl never forgive 
you for this,” I whispered. “How could 
you, in front of them? I so wanted to have 
some fun tonight. and now, you’ve spoiled 
it all!” 

“All right!” Jeff said levelly. “I couldn’t 
help it! What do you think farm life is— 
all play?” 

“All play?” I hysterically. 
“When have we ever played? When do 
you ever think of me, and my needs?” 

I could see a flush spread over his face, 


laughed 


and I knew he was remembering the other 
night, and a few times before that. when 
he had fallen asleep in the midst of our 
love-making. I hadn’t said anything then, 
but there was plenty I wanted to say now, 
only, somehow, I couldn’t. 

I turned my back to him and walked 
over to the coffee table and began picking 
up glasses and ash trays. Why should / 
feel bad. or console him? J hadn’t fallen 


asleep! 


“Why don’t you give me a chance, 
Della?” I heard him ask. “You can’t ex- 


pect everything to be perfect at the very 
beginning. But in another year or so. I'll 
be doing better. I can buy some new 
machinery and get a hired man. Even so, 
I'm making more right now than I ever 
did at the plant.” 

“And putting in more hours, too,” I re- 
minded him. 

He looked at me for a long moment be- 
fore answering. “For Pete’s sake. what did 
you expect? I can’t play nurse-maid to you 
and work this farm properly.” 


I whirled around abruptly. “Nurse- 


maid? Ha! You don’t even give me the 
time of day! And frankly, I’m getting 
pretty sick of it. Boy! I have to laugh 


when I think back to how you talked me 
into coming out here. You painted a very 
pretty picture. Well, ’m—I’m going home 
with Edith and Herb. I can’t stand it any 
longer!” I turned quickly and then left 
the room. 


UT IN the kitchen, I put the dirty 

glasses in the dishpan and poured hot 
water over them from the tea kettle. my 
tears merging with the hot water. The 
words had been spoken now. and I couldn’t 
take them back. But did I want to? I hon- 
estly didn’t know. I only knew the farm 
was sucking the very life from me. The 
future stretched out before me like an end- 
less road, with no little side roads to turn 
down to break the trip. 

I had tried to make Jeff 
about my loneliness many times before, 
how important it was that we have a little 
fun, while we were still young enough. It 
had been too much of a jump. moving from 
town—where we had our evenings and 
weekends free—to the farm, where the con- 
stant work, loneliness and monotony had 


understand 


moved in with us. 
If I went home with Edith, perhaps Jeff 
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realize the farm was no life for us, 
then. he’d do something about it. He had 


nt over to the drawer for a clean 
d towel and saw Jeff standing in the 
watching me solemnly. I opened 

:wer and took out the dish towel, 
drawer shut loudly in the 


| « the 


You're lonely right now, I know,” he 
oftly to my stiff back. “But it won’t 
orever. Della. You have to give your- 
elf time to get used to it. This could be 
iderful life. if you’d only give yourself 
1 chance to enjoy it.” 

Not for me, it won’t be! There’s an- 
other life beyond this farm, so, if you can’t 
mpromise, I’ll have to go someplace else 
to find it. away from this prison of a farm.” 
“Loneliness can be any place, not just 
ym a farm. In your case, it’s something 
yu’re carrying around inside of you, and 
ith a little effort, you could push it out. 

[ just wish you'd realize that.” 
“I’ve realized a lot of things in the last 
I shot back angrily, drying 


nths!” 


the glasses intently. I heard him walk past 
nd on out to the back porch. 

Why doesn’t he care? I asked myself. 

t I matter to him? Can’t he see 


and bored I am? I heard the 

blub-blub of the door as it re- 
hounded, then settled into place, as though 
1g my question. He cares more 

hat calf than he does his own wife. 

7 here he’s going right now. Ignor- 
the calf, just as he’d done 
else around here—putting 
before me. Right now, when I 
he turns to his 


screen 


? for 


itely needed him. 

He’d rather spend his time with it 

he would me. Maybe it was because 

the calf would bring him money. But I, 
ild I bring him? 

[ shook out the dish towel and hung it 
mn the rack to dry. feeling very, very tired. 
I] vay the glasses, reminding myself 
things I hated about the farm; 
picture Jeff had painted for me, 
how wonderful our life would 
here. But this was cold. harsh 
dreams had failed to 
bringing, instead, a dull. lonely 


nd my 


to replace it. 
I ked the kitchen cupboard. I had 
Nearly 
chocolate cake remained. still 
moist in the foil paper I had 
it with. I opened the wooden ice- 


peach pies yesterday. 


[here would be plenty of roast beef 
es for him from the leftover roast, 
» was fresh sausage. He wouldn’t 
reminded myself as I went into 
All I 


someone to cook his 


om and got a suitcase. 
him was 

id clean his house. 
{ hurried up to our bedroom, quietly, so 
Edith and Herb, and 
grabbed some dresses from the closet and 
stuffed them in the suitcase. By 


to wake 


the time Jeff came up to bed, my packing 


was finished and I was already in bed. my 
face to the wall, feigning sleep. 

I could feel his body turning on the bed, 
then he was close to me, the full length of 
his body warm and firm against mine. His 
arms circled around me, and I pushed my- 
self farther away and closer to the wall, 
yet, feeling sickened at the unhappiness I 
was causing him. He drew away from me 
then and [ could feel the hurt my rebuff 
was causing him go all through my body. 
I can’t go back on my decision now, I told 
myself. aching to feel his arms and body 
close to me once more. | can’t chain myself 
to this farm. If he wouldn’t think about 
my happiness, how could he expect me to 
think of his? It takes two, and he had fail- 
ed to fulfill his half. 

The next morning at breakfast, Jeff 





SWEETHEART VALENTINE 


Your love is like the softest moth 


wings. 

It does not beat drums of loud 
passion 

Nor use smoke signals to search 
me out. 

It moves quietly by day or night. 
and 

Without asking the way. comes 
home. 

There it spreads its velvet loveli- 
ness 

And finds comfort in my heart’s 
sunshine. 


—Helen Sue Isely 





watched me with pleading. begging eyes, 
but his lips remained stubbornly sealed. 
Finally, he got up from the table and 
pushed his chair back underneath. 

“You’re really going?” he asked quietly. 

I nodded, my throat aching. I thought of 
Edith and Herb, still asleep 
Would they be shocked when I told them? 

Jeff shook his head in bewilderment. “A 
year ago, I’d never believe that you’d walk 
out on me.” 

“You've 
granted!” I snapped. “I’m not one of your 
animals out there. or a field to plow. [I’m 
human. with a heart that yearns for a little 
fun once in a while.” 

Before he could answer, Herb came in 
the kitchen, his sleep-filled eyes regarding 
us in amazement. For an instant, I won- 
dered if he had heard us arguing. then 
decided it didn’t matter. He’d know about 
it soon enough. 


upstairs. 


taken me too much for 


Blindly. I turned away from Jeff and 
went over to the stove. 

“T hope we didn’t wake you.” I heard 
Jeff say apologetically. 

“It was that blamed rooster.” Herb com- 
plained good-naturedly. “I don’t know 
how you people do it. Why, it isn’t even 
light yet.” 


“Herb’s used to just going to bed at this 
hour,” Edith said, suddenly appearing in 
the kitchen. “No one ever told him some 
people actually get up at this hour.” 

I noticed Herb’s good-natured expression 
turn sullen as he watched her. What gives 
with these two? I wondered. Edith had 
been picking on him ever since they got 
here. 

Then I thought no more about it as [| 
prepared their breakfast, my heart lifting 
a little as I remembered I'd soon be leavy- 
ing this place—with them. 

Herb finished eating and went out to find 
Jeff. I poured more coffee while Edith 
stared dejectedly out the window. 

“T wish I didn’t have to leave!” she said 
suddenly. “I wish I could stay right here.” 

I laughed bitterly. “That’s really funny.” 

She took her eyes away from the win- 
dow and turned them on me. “What’s so 
funny? I mean it.” 

“You wish you didn’t have to leave 
here?” I echoed in surprise and dismay. 
“But I—” 

“T actually envy you,” she continued se- 
riously, “living out here where everything 
is so peaceful and quiet, where you don’t 
have to listen to the continual, meaningless 
chatter of people all the time. Not just 
the farm itself, but the life you and Jeff 
have together. Here, a person really has 
time to know themselves, and,” she lowered 
her voice, “to know your husband.” 

“And J envy you. I was just going to ask 
—” Then I stopped as I realized she was 
not merely complaining. It went deeper 
than that. 

“Well, don’t waste your time envying 
I'd trade places with you gladly. 
You don’t know how I wish Herb was like 
Jeff.” 

Just last night, I had wished Jeff was 
more like Herb! 

“T’m so tired of being around people all 
the time.” she said. “Have you ever been 
around a mob of people, and yet felt so 
lonely that—oh, what’s the use?” 

“But Edith.” I said nervously. “you 
can’t really mean that. You and Herb 
seemed so happy and content—so gay and 
full of living.” 

“Sure.” she answered disgustedly, “we're 
happy and content as long as Herb has his 
way, which is either throwing a party every 
night or If he had four 
hands, each one would be carrying a high- 
ball around. All he wants in life is a con- 
tinual party. His job is just a means of 
making money so he can party. And me? 
I’m someone to show off. I like fun—but 
there’s a limit to everything.” 

I stared at the wall behind Edith as 
though it were a mirror, and I saw myself. 
an image of Herb. I, like Herb, had only 
been thinking of myself—my own happi- 
ness—not considering Jeff, just as Herb’s 
selfishness was making Edith unhappy. It 
was obvious what his selfishness was doing 
to Edith, and I wondered how it must have 
been for Jeff, my unwillingness to share his 
life, and all that went with it. 
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I realized now I had been trying to steer 
our marriage my way; Jeffs work to suit 
me, rather than to sit back and let him do 
the work he loved so that he could provide 
for me and our tuture children in the way 
he best knew how. And I had been too im- 
patient because things didn’t come about 
fast enough. Look at Edith and Herb, 
with their fancy car and clothes, their ex- 
pensive home and furniture. Were they 
happy? Herb hated his job—yet—it paid 
well. so they had to live it up, fast, so Herb 
could be happy. 

Now. as I looked at Edith once more. I 
was glad I hadn’t told her I had wanted to 
«o home with them. Maybe, someway— 
through prayer and a miracle, their life 
might change too. 

“When do you have to go back?” I 
asked over the lump in my throat. 

“We'll have to leave around noon,” she 
answered tiredly. “There’s a party tonight 
and—” 

Jeff and Herb came in just then. “Any 
more coffee left?” Herb asked. seating 
himself at the table. Jeff stood by the 
stove. where he usually drank his coffee 
when he was in a hurry. I got up and went 
over to the cupboard and took down two 
cups. I glanced at Jeff timidly. At first his 
eyes stared at me coldly, and then. as he 
read the message in my eyes, his expres- 
sion turned soft, and the relief washed over 
his face. He knew I wasn’t leaving. I 
didn’t have to tell him in words. And he 
knew I was ready to accept his way of liv- 
ing. 

Herb sipped his coffee thoughtfully. then 
set his cup down and looked up at Edith. 
“Honey.” he spoke. his voice hesitant. yet 
somehow firm and determined. “how do 
you like this kind of life? IT mean—can 
you ever imagine me in a set-up like this?” 

Her face broke out in a smile. but I 
could see the surprise in her eyes. “I was 
just telling Della how much I like it here, 
the quietness, and all that.” Her voice 
sounded hopeful. 

“Well. I don’t know about farming—on 
such a large scale as this, but Jeff was tell- 
ing me about this little chicken ranch he 
knows about.” He hitched his chair up 
closer to the table. his voice eager and ex- 
cited. I didn’t dare take a breath, but when 
I saw Edith flash me a quick glance. nod- 
ding ever so slightly, I knew Herb. in some 
way, had changed. Perhaps he wouldn’t fol- 
low through, once he got back to the city 
and his parties. but then again, I had a 
strong feeling he would. 

Right now, too much had changed in my 
own life to dare hope for them. I had so 
much to make up to Jeff, now that I was 
willing to accept his life as my own; to 
give, instead of take. 

I got up from the table, Herb and Edith’s 
voices droning excitedly on, and walked 
over to Jeff's waiting arms. 

“Welcome home, Della,” he whispered 
as his arms went around me tight. 


THE END 
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Born For Trouble 


(Continued from Page 29) 


about, and Mother howled her head off, 
because the principal was always calling. 
wanting to know where I was. 

About the time I was fourteen I met an 
older guy who hung around the school 
play ground. He told some of us that he’d 
pay for hub caps, cigar lighters and small 
parts from cars, so we began stripping 
cars at night. I made a little dough that 
way. but the finally nabbed us. 
Mother really blew! Boy. did she let those 
cops have it! She yelled at them and said 
I was no good and never had been and 
never would be, and what did they expect 
her to do about it? She had 
enough troubles without worrying about 
me. Then she began whimpering and said 
she’d done everything she could for me, 
which was a lot of baloney. The 
booked me for a first offense and warned 
Mother that I’d better not get into any 
more trouble. because if I did. it would be 
her fault. 

That scared her for a while. and 
began giving me a little spending money. 
but it didn’t last long. I hated the way I 
had to dress and the way I had to bum 
meals from my friends. 

There was one real nice lady. Mrs. Kelly. 
I didn’t like her son. Jim, very much. and 
none of my gang ran around with him. but 
his mother was great. and she could really 
cook! She was pretty. with light 
brown hair and soft eyes. The Kellys had 
a small farm outside of town. and I used 
to go out there in the afternoon and help 
with the chores just to get invited to eat 
with them. 

Jim Kelly had a younger brother ten 
years old and two twin sisters who weren't 
old enough to go to school yet. I used to 
take both of them up on the back of a 
horse and ride them all the farm. 
They were cute, laughing little kids, not 
like my sullen sister who hated me because 
Mother had told her so many bad things 
about me. 

The more I saw of nice women like Mrs. 
Kelly, the more disgusted I got with the 
setup we had at home. I felt sorry for my 
sister, Jo Ann. It wasn’t her fault that she 
was a brat. and if Mother kept on drinking 
and acting like a tramp. I didn’t know 
what would happen to the kid. I didn’t 
think I could stick it out much longer, and 

the way we battled when we were together, 
I got scared, because sometimes I might 
take a crack at her. 


cops 


said she 


cops 


she 


too, 


over 


BEGAN skipping school more often 
and walking around in the woods. The 
cabins out there were all boarded up dur- 
ing the school year, but I pried off the 
shutters, and it was fun to climb inside 


and prowl around. Sometimes I took a nap 
in one of the bunks. 

It wasn’t any surprise to me to know I 
was going to flunk. When I found out. I 
quit going to school altogether, and that’s 
when the cops found out about the cabins. 
Breaking and entering, they called it. This 
time, Mother didn’t yell at the cops. They 
told her that she would either sign papers, 
promising to be responsible for me, or I'd 
be sent to vocational school. 

Reform school, that’s what it was, and 
it was plenty okay with her. She 
tickled to death to get rid of me. 

A cop took me down on the train, and 
the school was way out in the country, a 
million miles from nowhere. I figured the 
kids were all squares for being there. and 
I had to sit in classrooms and listen to a 
lot of gas about learning a trade. We were 
supposed to get a big charge out of making 
things out of wood. I wasn’t interested. 
Who wanted to make things? The way I 
figured, if a guy had enough money, he 
could buy cabinets and tables and chests 
in a But the guys down there all 
kept real busy making end tables and book 
cases and stuff to send home to their par- 
ents. It made me laugh. The only thing I 
wanted to send home to my Old Lady was 
a time bomb. 

I liked working the farm though. It was 
pretty neat riding a tractor and feeding the 
horses, and harvest time was great, when 
the fields got all golden and wavy. I could 
walk through the wheat and let it brush 
against my legs and feel swell all over. 

The food was good. It was the first time 
I'd ever had enough milk, and we could 
have all the helpings we wanted of stew 
with big chunks of meat in it. I didn’t 
mind kitchen duty, because Sam, the big 
cook, always let me raid the refrigerator 
and pantry. It beat being home by a mile, 
except that we had to get up at five and go 
to bed at eight, and we had to go to 
classes whether we wanted to or not. 


was 


store, 


FUNNY THING happened the day I 
was fifteen. I got a package in the mail 
from Mrs. Kelly. There was a birthday 
cake for me in it. Talk about a guy being 
surprised! A lot of the fellows got boxes 
from home all the time, and getting that 
cake sort of made me seem like the rest of 
them. I felt pretty good about being able 
to pass around a cake to all the guys. I 
wrote Mrs. Kelly a sort of clumsy letter, 
but I tried to let her know that I sure did 
like that cake! 

She wrote back and said she had been 
thinking about me for a long time, and she 
hoped I was getting along okay. 

When my hitch was over and I was sent 
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home. none of the kids I knew recognized 
me. I'd grown about four inches and 
gained a lot of weight and developed a lot 
of muscles. Jo Ann had grown too, but 
Mother was as mean-tempered and ugly as 


ever. She told me to stop swaggering 
ground. 
“You'd think you were a conquering 


hero or something.” she sneered, “instead 
of a kid released from reform school.” 
“It’s vocational school,” I told her, and I 


began swaggering around just to make her 


sore. 
“They may call it that, but everybody 
knows it’s a reform school. You were 
locked in just like in prison, and there 


were guards!” 

I just grinned. She couldn't hurt me, 
because I hated her. “How come you 
haven't been able to hook one of those men 
you pick up at the taverns?” I said, spit- 
ting on the floor. “I figured after you 
dyed your hair red, you’d be able to latch 
on to some bum who wasn’t sober enough 
to know all about you.” 

“You can shut up anytime!” 
at me, and | burst out laughing. 
that remark of mine had jabbed home. 

“You’re going to end up in prison!” She 
yelled, shaking in fury. “You better watch 
your step.” 

I didn’t particularly care whether I did 
or not. In fact, anything was better than 
living at home. I began roaming around 
again like I did before I was sent away. 
I revved around town with the guys who 
had cars, and I went to the woods, and I 
went out to the Kelly farm. Mrs. Kelly 
was real glad to see and she said I 
looked good. 

I still didn’t like her son. thought 
he was about the smartest character since 
Abe Lincoln, but he was a cheat. and he 
was always chasing the girls. I could shoot 
off about girls too, but I never felt easy 
around them. When a girl flirted and tried 
to make out with me. I tried to bluff it off, 
but I never felt I did a very good job of it. 
Girls always acted as though they knew 
some big secret that they weren’t going to 


She shrilled 
because 


me, 


She 


tell. It bothered me. 
There was one girl, Beth Fredericks, 
who gave me something to think about 


once in awhile. I used to think about her 
when I was walking in the wheat fields, 


because the wavy grain reminded me of 
her hair. She wasn’t a pretty kid. She 


was stocky with jokes in her eyes and 
husky voice that sounded nice. She always 
wore her pony tail tied up in a big red 
ribbon. I liked it, because it dif- 
ferent from the shaggy haircuts the other 
girls had. The other guys didn’t think Beth 
was too cool, because she didn’t try to 
make out with them. Jim Kelly looked dis- 
gusted when I mentioned Beth to him once. 
“She plays volley ball!” he said. 

I didn’t date much when I got home, 
cause I didn’t have any money, and I didn’t 
have a good time when the guys shoved a 
girl off on me. I never dated Beth, but 
once I almost got up enough nerve to ask 


was 


be- 


her to go for a hike in the woods, only I 
didn’t. She came from a real good family, 


and I didn’t think her folks would let her 
go out with me anyway. 

I couldn’t stand to go home. 
a lot of places I could bunk and get a meal. 
and smart enough to know 
get into the cabins in the woods 
the cops knowing about it. I fig- 
getting a steady job when school 
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was out for the summer. and when I was 
seventeen, I was going to enlist in the 


Navy. but I still had one more year before 
I could do it. 


( NE AFTERNOON I was called out of 
school and told to go down to the Wel- 
fare Office. I couldn’t figure what had hap- 
pened. I was still on probation. but I'd 
been good about reporting to the probate 
court, and I hadn’t gotten into any trouble. 
Mrs. Kelly was down there, looking real 
pretty in a light blue suit. I sat in a big 
office with Mrs. Kelly and another woman 
and a couple of men. They told me my 
Old Lady had been booked for drunk and 
disorderly conduct. and that the court 
didn’t consider her a fit mother. 
laughed out loud. IT could have told them 
that ten years Anyway. Jo Ann was 
being placed in the custody of our grand- 
parents, and Mrs. Kelly wanted to give me 
home. The Welfare Department would 
pay her for my keep. 
I didn’t know what to say. It would sure 
Being around her 


almost 


ago. 


be a neat setup for me. 


and out on the farm and everything. I just 
looked at her kind of embarrassed. and 


she smiled over at me. “We want you very 
much, Bob,” she said. 

I felt pretty funny, moving into the fam- 
ily like that. They all real close to- 
gether and they laughed a lot around the 
table—everybody but Jim. He didn’t have 
much to say to anybody. Mr. Kelly was a 
big, husky farmer. not like 
his skinny son. The other boy. Pete. looked 
a lot like his father. and the twin girls 
looked like their mother. 

Mr. Kelly showed me what my chores 
around the farm would be. and Mrs. Kelly 
tried to make me feel at home. It wasn’t 
long before I could come in from the barn 
at supper time, wash up and slide into my 
chair at the table like everybody else. 
And were those meals good! Big jugs of 
fresh milk and platters of fried chicken 
and hot rolls and jam. For breakfast I had 
all the eggs I wanted and a tower of flap- 
jacks dripping with syrup. I never felt so 


were 


nice guy—a 


good. 

I figured I pretty lucky. and I 
wanted to do what was right, so the Kellys | 
would let me keep on living there, but one 
afternoon after school I got restless for the 
woods. Instead of farm, I 
walked along a trout stream for about five 
miles, just whistling and wandering around 
until after dark, thinking about things. It 
was peaceful with the bullfrogs croaking at 
the sunset and the crickets making a big 
fuss about who knows what. 
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The way | saw it, maybe I'd never have 
rotten into any trouble if somebody like 
\irs. Kelly had been my mother. A guy 

iid want to make her proud of him, and 

there was that weak-looking son of 
who didn’t seem to appreciate what a 

d deal he was getting. 

[t beat me the way Mrs. Kelly could be 

blind to that guy. Talk about a shady 

mer! I’d bet money he'd get some 

in trouble before he was through, the 

fooled around with them. I threw 

iple of stones into the brook savagely. 

ade me sore just to think about that 

He should have lived with my mother. 
[They'd make a good team. 

[ didn’t get hungry until about nine 

ck, and then I wandered back into 

1) and met up with some of the fellows. 

We rode around for awhile, honking at 

ind stuff. Then we went out to a 

on the highway and had hamburgers. 

Kelly was out there. sitting at a table 

i girl. Trust him to pick a doll two or 

years older than he was. She looked 

she’d been there and back about five 


By the time I hitched a ride back to the 
it was almost midnight. I felt a little 
about it, because I was still on 
ition. and [ was supposed to be off the 
when the curfew bell sounded. 
| planned to sneak in the house, but Mrs. 
lly was sitting in the living room, wait- 
ne. She looked up from:her sew- 
er eyes serious. 
been worried about you, Bob. I 
know where you were.” 
| cuess I looked pretty hang-dog and 
standing before her. “I’m sorry,” 
l bled. 


down. Bob.” she said. “I want to 
Her hands rested on her 
basket. and she looked at me real 
id thoughtful. “We’re responsible 


We promised the court that you’d 


you. 


ood hands here and that we’d see 
observed the curfew. This is your 
1.” she smiled. “We don’t want 

strict. but you can understand 
your case. we have to be careful 
surt won't let you stay here.” 

d down at my shoes, realizing that 
ig she said was true, but wonder- 
come she was so worried about 
not her own precious boy. 
ist have read my thoughts. be- 

he said: “You see, Bob, we know 

Jim is at night. He’s studying at the 
intil closing time. or helping that 

rapher in his dark room. You know 

Her eyes twin- 

“Of course, he isn’t always a book- 
He enjoys going to the movies or 
isiting friends. but the point is,” she got 


camera fan he is.” 


ober again. “we know where he is, 

B and we want to know where you are 
ignt too.” 

| nodded. “I’m sorry you waited up for 

Mrs. Kelly. You won’t have to do it 


Oo 


“Thank Bob.” She got up and 
kissed my cheek real quick. 

I went up to the room where I bunked 
with Jim, and I stared down at his empty 
bed. What a rotten cheat the guy was! 
He had a real angel for a mother, and if 
she knew what he was doing, it would just 
about break her heart. I’d sure never tell 
her. Maybe it was a good thing she went 
on believing he was studying some dumb 
book or learning photography. 

I lay in bed with my hands clasped be- 
hind my head, staring out at the stars. 
Jim Kelly got top grades in school. Maybe 
he’d really amount to something, I didn’t 
know. But I wasn’t going to tell his moth- 
er what a bum he was. 


you, 


THE NEXT MORNING before any of us 

were up. the cops were pounding on the 
door, looking for me. A man had been 
slugged and robbed about three miles from 
the farm. His body had been found 
slumped in his car. His wallet was miss- 
ing and his luggage had been looted. The 
cops said the man had picked up a hitch- 
hiker, probably, and been konked over the 
head with a blunt instrument. He wasn’t 
dead, but he wasn’t in very good shape. 
There was a good chance that he wouldn’t 
live. 

I didn’t have a chance to say anything. 
and the cops wouldn’t listen to the Kellys. 
I was being booked on suspicion. I had 
been seen out with the fellows the night 
before. and somebody had seen me hitch- 
ing a ride out of town toward the farm. 

Mrs. Kelly had a strange, sad look in 
her eyes when I followed the cops out to 
the car. I guess she figured I was the guy 
who did it, and it made me feel pretty bad. 

I wasn’t worried. I hadn’t done it, and 
the cops couldn’t very well pin a crime on 
me that I didn’t know anything about. I 
had broken the curfew rule, and I couldn’t 
account for every single minute of my time 
the evening before. but that didn’t mean I 
slugged a guy and robbed him. I wished 
Mrs. Kelly hadn’t believed I'd do a thing 
like that. 

Down at headquarters, there were a 
couple of bums who hadn’t shaved for 
about a week. and quite a few of the guys 
I knew were there with their parents, and 
over by himself, slumped in a chair and 
looking like a scared jackrabbit, was Jim 
Kelly. 

My jaw dropped when I saw him. I 
walked over and sat down beside him, tak- 
ing off my heavy school jacket and throw- 
ing it over the chair. “What’s up with 
you?” T asked. 

His shifty little eyes darted all over the 
room, and he took a fag from a crumpled 
pack. “Look, don’t tell Mother about see- 
ing me out at the joint last night. After I 
took my date home, I went to spend the 
night at the studio. She knows I go there 
all the time.” 

I gave him a slow look. 


“Don’t worry 


about a thing. Your mother wouldn't be. 
lieve me anyway.” I got up and saun. 
tered over to the desk, because the sergeant 
had motioned to me. He had my probation 
papers spread out in front of him. “Care 
to tell me’ what you did last night, Bob?” 
he asked gruffly. 

“Sure.” [ said, and I told him everything 
I had done. 

He jerked his head toward Jim Kelly, 
“Is that your jacket and did you have it 
on last night?” 

“Yeah,” I said. 

“Go get it.” 

“Looking for something?” I grinned, 
“Think I'd be carrying the evidence around 
with me if I’d slugged that guy?” I walked 
over to where Jim was sitting and picked 
up the school jacket on the chair beside 
him. The sergeant frowned down at it, 
turning it over and inside out. He held it 
up to the light. squinting at a couple of 
dark spots on it. 

“T killed a chicken last Saturday.” | 
said. “Might be some chicken blood on my 
jacket. Any crime against that?” 

“This is fresh blood.” He pointed to a 
large stain on the under sleeve and elbow. 

“Hey!” I said, suddenly grabbing the 
jacket. “That’s not mine. That’s Jim’s 
jacket.” I showed him the name on a label 
sewn inside. 

“You took my jacket by mistake last 
night.” Jim Kelly was standing beside me. 
“Here’s your jacket.” He handed me the 
jacket P’d thrown down on the chair be- 
side him a few minutes ago. 

I stared at him. He was lying. We 
would never have gotten our jackets mixed 
up. because his sleeves were too short for 
me. Besides, I hadn’t been home last night. 
I had gone out into the woods right after 
school. I kept staring at him. There were 
blood stains on his jacket and he was try- 
ing to make the cops think I’d worn it. 

Jim edged away from my look and shuf- 
fled hack to his seat. The sergeant asked 
me if I had anything to say. 

“No.” I said, looking at him steady. “I 
haven’t got anything to say.” I had to 
think about things and figure out what to 


do. 


THEY BOOKED ME on suspicion and 

locked me up. I guess they went on 
questioning all the kids who had been out 
after curfew. and a few odd characters who 
had been roaming around, but they didn't 
keep anybody else in jail. I was a pretty 
good bet. [had a record, and I had hitched 
a ride on the road where the guy was 
robbed. 

Sitting in the single little cell. I tried to 
piece things together. Jim Kelly was a 
shady guy. He’d cheat and lie and run 
around with girls. but I couldn’t quite see 
him batting somebody over the head and 
robbing him—not unless he needed money 
awful bad—and the only reason he'd need 
money would be because he was in a jam, 
and the only jam he’d get into, would be 
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ESTERDAY it wasn’t there. Today, he picks it 
Ta and wonders: why did it grow like that? 
The miracle of growth! Whether it’s a “toad- 
stool” that springs up overnight or a cancer cell 
that suddenly comes into being, we’ve a lot to 
learn about the whole beautiful process of or- 
derly growth... . and the dreadful, senseless 
growth that is cancer. 

The cancer puzzle is tied up in growth 
—growth of body cells smaller than the periods 
on this page. 

Scientists, working under grants from the 
American Cancer Society, are ceaselessly study- 
ing cells—normal and cancer cells. And they 
too are asking: Why? 
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Why do cells suddenly change from normal 
growth to uncontrolled, disorderly growth? This 
question can be answered only by the most 
probing, painstaking and costly research. 

Your contributions to the American 
Cancer Society will support hundreds of scien- 
tific studies necessary to save lives today and 


lars. Send your gift to CAN CER 
CANCER in care of 
your local post office. SOC E]Y 
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tomorrow. 

Remember: Cancer 
canstrike anyone. But 
you can strike back 
hard with your dol- 
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vith a girl. So maybe he'd gotten a girl 
n trouble and was trying to get her out of 
town real fast. Maybe it was the older girl 
I'd seen him with out at the joint. 
[ still couldn’t get over the cool way he 
ibout his jacket. He wouldn’t have 
lied unless he was scared, and he wouldn’t 
have been scared if that hadn’t really been 
meared on his jacket. So Jim was 
uilt ind if his mother found out, it 
just about kill her. 
[ still wasn’t worried for myself. The 
ren’t crazy. They wouldn’t convict 
Jim Kelly’s word—not unless I came 
it and confessed. 
| sat. thinking, right up until they 
in my supper tray that night. If 
in the hospital lived, the offense 
ing about two years. It wouldn’t 
be such a bad rap. I’d do it to keep Mrs. 
om being all broken up about her 
[f the guy died though, that was 
and I wasn’t such a hero that I 
| wanted a life sentence or maybe 
the chair just to protect a guy. 
bad about the whole deal. and I 
felt a little responsible, because 
naybe if Mrs. Kelly had known about her 
would have kept a better watch 
I grinned to myself. It made a 
pretty stupid picture—me going to her and 
‘Look, Mrs. Kelly, your boy may 
co to the library and he may study photog- 
rap! but most of the time he’s chasing 
bro * Maybe that’s what I should have 
done. but I wasn’t the kind of guy who 
it; and it wouldn’t have done any 


blood 


od anyway. 
[ didn’t sleep much. That cot was like a 
ird. In the morning I was taken into a 
office where a lieutenant and a 
couple of other cops were sitting around. 
One of them had a pad and pencil. and 
he took down everything I said in short- 
hand. They asked a bunch of stuff. Who 
[ was, how old I was, all of that. When 
they told me the man was getting better, 
that had a concussion and was weak 
ing a lot of blood, but that he’d 
ve okay, I looked around at all of them 
and then I admitted hitching 
with him and robbing him. 


ty | 
rom 


for a minute, 


1 ride 


When I said that, the cop began writing 
fast in his pad. Boy, the questions really 
came at me hot and fast! 

What kind of weapon did I use? 

\ lead pipe, I said. I found it in the 
ditch 

What did I do with the man’s wallet? 


[ didn’t find a wallet, I said. He just had 
some loose change in his pocket. 


Why did I hit him? 

Because he got mean and started to hit 
” 

What did I do after I hit him? 

[ said I got scared and jumped out of 


the car. I threw the pipe in the marsh. I 
said | ran along the road for awhile and 
finally hitched another ride to the farm. 


You don’t get much satisfaction out of 


o 
0 


the cops. | couldn't tell a thing from their 
faces about what they were thinking. They 
were real businesslike and poker-faced. 
After awhile they let me go back to my 
cell. 

Right after dinner, Mr. Kelly came in to 
see me. He looked pretty dragged down. 
He said his wife was all to pieces, because 
she had found out Jim had been out with 
a girl after he had told them he was spend- 
ing the night with his friend the photog- 
rapher. “Jim never lied to us before,” Mr. 
Kelly said. 

Not much, he didn’t, 1 thought to my- 
self. 

“We're going to do everything we can 
for you, son,” he said. “The fact that you 
confessed will make things go a little easier 
for you, I think.” He patted my shoulder. 
“T don’t know why you felt you had to do 
it, boy. You didn’t need money that bad.” 

I grinned. “What's worse, I didn’t get 
any!” 

He looked real grave and shook his head 
after I made that crack, as though he didn’t 
know how to figure me out. 

That night I didn’t care if the jail cot 
was hard or not, because I kept seeing Mrs. 
Kelly’s face. I sure didn’t want to bring a 
lot of trouble on her, and I wanted to paste 
Jim one for getting us both in this mess. 
I wondered what kind of sentence Id get, 
and if they’d send me to reform school 
again or to prison. It didn’t matter much, 
because I couldn’t go back to the farm and 
live with Kellys again anyway. They'd 
never trust me. 


N THE MORNING the sheriff gave me a 

newspaper. There was a small account 
of the salesman who had been assaulted 
and robbed. It said his condition was im- 
proving, and that I was being held for 
further questioning. It didn’t say anything 
about my confession, which seemed queer 
to me. 

Late that afternoon, the sheriff unlocked 
the cell and took me into the office where 
the lieutenant and another cop were sitting. 

“How come you want to take the rap for 
another boy?” the lieutenant asked. 

“Think I’m a sucker?” I said. “I don’t 
take the rap for anybody. I told you I 
slugged the guy, because he got mean. 
I would have robbed him, but he didn’t 
have a wallet.” 

“He had a wallet with quite a little 
money in it,” the lieutenant said. “He was 
hit with a tire iron not a lead pipe, and 
you didn’t wear Jim Kelly’s jacket last 
night. We found the wallet hidden in 
Baxter’s Photo Shop along with some stuff 
that had been taken from the man’s lug- 
gage.” He watched me. waiting for me to 
speak. 

“You seem to know quite a lot about 
everything,” I said. 

“That’s our business.” He kept looking 
at me, his eyes real puzzled. “We just don’t 
understand why you wanted to take the 
rap for the Kelly boy.” 


1 grinned, “Maybe 1 wanted to get my 
name in the papers. How come you think 
Jim Kelly had anything to do with this?” 

“Because after he left here yesterday, he 
went to the Photo Shop and we followed 
him.” 

The sap, I thought in disgust. The dumb 
sap! Jim sure didn’t give the cops credit 
for many brains. He figured he was safe 
just because they locked me up. Even a 
moron would have kept away from the 
place where the loot was hidden. And Jim 
was supposed to be so smart! 

Well, that ended my stay in the city 
jail. Mr. Kelly took me back to the farm. 
and I had to face Mrs. Kelly. She looked 
awful; real sad. She put her arms around 
me and cried for a long time, and I didn’t 
know what to do. I felt terrible, and there 
wasn’t anything I could say. 

The cops and Mr. and Mrs. Kelly 
couldn’t figure out why I had tried to 
protect Jim, and I couldn’t tell them. The 
only person who guessed the truth was 
Beth Fredericks.. When I went into town. 
I got the surprise of my life. Everybody 
was real friendly. Some men clapped me 
on the shoulder and said I must be a pretty 
level guy to want to serve time for a pal. 
That was a laugh. Jim Kelly was no pal 
of mine! 

Beth came up to me outside the drug 
store. She had that cute pixie smile on her 
face, and she asked if I’d buy her a coke. 
Would \! Every day of the week, and twice 
on Sundays! 

We were sitting at the counter when she 
said: “You did it for Jim’s mother. didn’t 
you?” 

I turned to her and stared. 
would I do a thing like that?” 

“Just because,” she smiled. “She’s been 
nice to you. and you didn’t want her to get 
hurt.” 

It was funny that Beth should have 
guessed what I was trying to do. I must 
have been sort of mixed up to think | 
could fool the cops anyway, but serving 
time would have been a lot better than 
having to watch Mrs. Kelly say goodbye 
to Jim when he was taken down state. He’s 
got a two-year hitch and then his case will 
come up before the court for review. It was 
a pretty serious offense, because he stole a 
lot of money. 

Mrs. Kelly has sort of gotten used to the 
idea now, and I think she’s glad to have me 
around the farm. Young Pete, their other 
son, is an okay guy. 

I don’t know what made Jim the way he 
was. He had a good home and swell par- 
ents. I got into trouble, because my mother 
was a poor excuse for a mother, and after 
my father died, I didn’t have any home at 
all; so it’s pretty hard to pin down just 
why a kid turns bad. 

But liking somebody as much as I like 
Mrs. Kelly can keep a guy straight, I know 
that. When she looks at me real proud. | 
fee] mighty important. 


THE END 
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Possessed By The Devil 


(Continued from Page 23) 


noon ever forgot it. It was the reason 
Johnny never was able to get a job in that 
city again. 

It was a gay, exciting party. Later it 
would get too noisy and some of the guests 
would have too much to drink, but right 
then, it was at its best. 

I was across the room from my husband, 
feeling very glamorous and happy in my 
lovely dress. I looked over at Johnny, al- 
most bursting with pride because he was 
so handsome. A very pretty girl was wav- 
ing her eyelashes at him, but I didn’t wor- 
y. I knew my Johnny. 

Then I realized something was 
wrong. It was his first drink, so it couldn’t 
be that. The glass slipped from his fingers, 
spilling all over the girl’s pink tulle dress. 
Johnny’s face turned to a terrible color, 
and then his eyes began to roll. 

“Johnny!” I screamed, “Johnny!” and 
ran towards him. but I was too late. 

A grand mal epileptic attack isn’t a 
pleasant thing to see. Even after all this 
time I don’t think I want to tell you about 

Now when it happens, I know what to 
expect. I know the attack will soon be 
over. I know that no matter how terrible 
it looks, Johnny won't hurt others, nor, 
unless he falls against something sharp, 
himself. I can be calm now, but never in 
my entire life have I known such knife-like 
terror and fear as I felt that first time 
when I saw Johnny's body twisting and 
jerking on the floor. 

I remember screaming and saying “He's 
heen poisoned! He’s been poisoned!” 

I don’t know why I thought that. I tried 
to run to him but someone held me back. 

“Don’t touch him!” someone shouted. 
“Don’t touch him!” 

Then the convulsions ceased and Johnny 
lay still on the floor, his new suit soiled 
and disordered, a bloody foam on his bitten 
lips. 

One of the guests was a doctor. He knelt 
heside Johnny, then turned to me. 

“Does your husband have these epileptic 
attacks often?” he asked. 

The word didn’t seem to register. 

“Epileptic?” I repeated. 

Even as I said the word I saw the shock 
on the faces about me. Poor Johnny. If 
he had gotten sick drunk at the party or 
tried to seduce one of the guests, he would 
have been forgiven for his lapse. But epi- 
lepsy! We were to learn that the very 
word embarrassed people. 

Johnny opened bewildered eyes and tried 
to sit up. 

“What happened?” he asked. “I was 
on my first drink. I couldn’t have passed 
out.” 

Then, I think, he must have become 
aware of the soiled condition of his cloth- 


gone 


ing. Poor Johnny. I saw the terrible crim- 
son of humiliation sweep over his face. 
“Can you get him out of here, Mrs. Wal- 
ters?” my husbhand’s employer said angri- 
ly. “Get him out of here before the party 
is completely ruined.” 
As if what had happened was deliberate. 
“I’m sorry,” Johnny tried to say, but all 
at once we were alone. The other guests 
had gathered little their backs 
carefully turned to us, as if we didn't exist. 
Johnny hadn’t worn a topcoat. and I re- 
down in the elevator— 
woman 


groups, 


member the ride 
the shame on his face—and the 
who gave us an outraged look and got off 
before her floor—the blank expression on 
the elevator boy. 

They think he drank too much, { thought, 
and realized I would rather have them be- 
lieve that than know the truth. 

(ll always remember that terrible. ter- 
rible Christmas Eve. with unopened gifts 
and a silent telephone. 


Wwe JOHNNY bathed and changed 
his clothes. I wandered about the 
apartment. The day before, Johnny and I 
had set up a little Christmas tree in the 
window and decorated it with shining bub- 
bles of ornaments. I remembered how hap- 
py we had been and wondered if we would 
ever be happy again. 

When Johnny came out he looked com- 
pletely himself again. 

“It was all a mistake.” I tried to tell 
myself. “That doctor didn’t know what he 
was talking about.” 

“What happened, Marilyn?” 
said. “I want to know the truth.” 

I didn’t know what to tell him. but I 
had never lied to Johnny. 

“He said—he said you had an epileptic 
attack,” I faltered. 

Johnny looked incredulous. “The man 
must have been drunk! I hope no one else 
heard him say that. I may have had a 
touch of ptomaine poisoning, but I couldn’t 
possibly have epilepsy. Why they're feeble- 
minded or something ike that.” 

Sometimes now when I feel angry at 
someone who fails to understand Johnny, 
I remind myself that there was a time when 
my husband and I were just as ignorant. 

Johnny called the doctor and asked him 
to come over to the house. In spite of it 
being Christmas Eve. he came. He and 
Johnny had a long talk alone. When the 
man had left, I knew from Johnny’s white 
shocked face that he was convinced at last. 

He paced up and down on our new 
” he cried. “How 


Johnny 


green carpet. “But why! 
did it happen to me?” 
We still don’t know. As far as we can 
find out, none of Johnny’s family ever had 
caused by a 


seizures. It may have been 
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brain injury. either at birth or later. John- 
ny thinks now that his trouble may have 
begun much earlier than he at first real- 
ized. He says that when he was in school, 
sometimes he would seem to forget for a 
brief period just where he was, or what 
oing on around him. The doctor says 
that he probably had what is called petit 
minor form of epilepsy, but the 
lapses were so slight neither his parents 
teachers noticed them and he himself 
t realize they weren’t normal. 
vy life I think the sound of Christ- 
mas carols will bring back that next day. 
Johnny wouldn’t eat and the turkey I had 
was untouched. I wrapped it in 
foil and tried to wedge it back into 
the ice box. I couldn’t stand the terrible 
gaiety of the little Christmas tree, and 
when Johnny went out to the drug store for 
tes. I threw it out the window, with- 
out even bothering to remove the orna- 
ments. I heard the tinkle as they broke in 
the alley. as shattered as all our dreams. 
For the first time in our married life, 
Johnny didn’t want me near him. He 
pushed me from him, almost roughly. 
Phat’s all over.” he said, “We can’t risk 
having children. I’m not fit to be a father.” 
[ hadn’t thought of that. 
Johnny,” I whispered. “Oh Johnny!” 
Not have children! Even before we were 
|. we had planned our family—two 
hoys and a girl, Joan, Craig and David. 
| had thought of them so much, I even 
knew how they would look. 
I picked a pine needle up from the rug, 
irefully as if it was the most impor- 
ng in the world, and put it in the 
ste isket. 
We have each other, Johnny,” I said 
“We've always been happy, just 


the two of us. 


All 1 


babies! My poor little un- 
My arms felt empty and 
[ held them out to my husband. He 
came to me and we held each other close, 

s together without passion, weeping 
gether in sorrow and despair. 


But oh. my 


1 ’ 
pies, 


you NNY NEVER went back to his job. 

~“ That the office manager 

stopped at our place and gave him a 

paycheck in place of notice. 

“You understand how it is, Johnny,” he 

said n embarrassed voice. “If it was 

ne. it would be different. But the 

| his wife were pretty upset. We’re 

We can’t risk 

in incident that might upset a customer 
1 give us a bad name—” 

[ understand,” Johnny answered quiet- 

Everything he had worked and hoped 

for was gone, but you would not have 


evening, 


ynservative firm. 


suessed it from his face. 

Not until after the man had left, did he 
break down. 

“Why don’t you go too!” he shouted at 


hat good am I to you or anyone 
eer. I’m not like other people. 


? 


You shouldn’t be around me!’ 

“Don’t talk like that. Johnny!” [ sobbed. 
“Please don't talk like that. I love you. 
T'll always love you!” 

He knelt beside me. “I’m sorry. I didn’t 
mean to take it out on you.” 

“Tl make him get well.” I thought. “I 
won't let anvthing hurt him.” 

I put my arms around him. “Poor dar- 
ling.” I whispered. “My poor darling!” 

Now I know how completely I failed him 
when he needed me most. Johnny needed 
understanding and love, but not pitv. He 
needed a wife with the courage to help him 
accept his handicap and learn to live with 
it. Nothing could have been worse for him 
than mv tears and the way in the next few 
weeks [ hovered about trying to baby him. 
Then too I felt as ashamed as Johnny did 
that his 
had seen his physical humiliation. 

If it hadn’t been for me, we wouldn’t 
have run away. 

At first Johnny tried to get another job. 
Ours was a small city and the story of his 
seizure at the Christmas party seemed to 
have reached everyone. Some employers 
told him bluntly they could not risk hiring 
an epileptic. Others made excuses. Johnny 
was intelligent. He had worked his own 
way through school. Actually there were 
many jobs that he could do well without 
danger to himself or others, but no one was 
willing to take a chance. 

Day after day I saw him set out. his suit 
freshly pressed. his shoes shined. Every 
day he came back with a little less confi- 
dence in the set of his shoulders. 

I tried to make up for it at home, wait- 
ing on him as if he were an invalid. Once 
I remember saying to him, “Darling. you’ve 
needed a_rest for a long time. Why don’t 
you stay home for a few months. I'll get 
a job.” 

Johnny got up to his feet. I saw his 
hands tremble as he rubbed them and I 
was terrified. 

“I’m not good for much,” he said. “But 
I can still support my wife.” 

That evening he had his second attack 
on the street. directly in front of our apart- 
ment house. 

Now we were completely 
Where Johnny at first had insisted he 
didn’t need treatment, now he was willing 
to try anything. 

We had heard about new miracle drugs 
and we hoped there was one that would 
cure Johnny overnight. It wasn’t that sim- 
ple. He was given no hope of a complete 
cure, but he was told that if he lived a 
quiet life and was faithful about his medi- 
cation, that his seizures could be lessened 
and controlled. 

There are a great many superstitions 
connected with epilepsy. Well-meaning 
people have advised us to do some fantastic 
things. We have met other epileptics who 
were cheated of everything they owned by 
quacks who promised them magic cures. 


friends and business associates 


desperate. 


Actually every sufferer should be under 
the constant care of a competent doctor, 
We found ours through the county medical 
society. 

Along with all our other worries, we 
were now faced with money problems. Our 
savings were disappearing fast without a 
job. Johnny’s doctor was understanding 
and was careful not to put us to any un- 
necessary expense, but all medical care 
comes high. 

The final humiliation came when we 
were asked to vacate our apartment after 
Johnny accidentally slipped on a step in 
the lobby and hurt his ankle. He hadn't 
had another seizure. but apparently the 
management weren’t taking any chances. 

It seemed to me that everything in the 
world was against us. “What are we going 
to do. Johnny.” I cried. “What is going to 
become of us.” 

Once Johnny had never been irritable, 
but now he was living under a constant 
strain. “Be quiet!” he shouted. “Can’t you 
let me alone!” 

He began to tremble and rub at his arms. 
By now I had begun to recognize the symp- 
toms of a coming attack. I remembered 
what the doctor had said. I had him lie 
down and gave him his medicine and mas- 
saged his arms. The attack was mild and 
it passed quickly. 

At least. I thought, this time no one 
knew about it. 

“Johnny.” I said. “Let’s go away. Let’s 
move some place where no one knows us. 
We can’t live a normal life here. You've 
found yourself that no one will give you 
a job.” 

Go away. I thought. Go away from the 
whispers of neighbors. Go away where we 
would never need to see anyone who had 
been at that humiliating Christmas party. 

“Tm not a criminal,” Johnny said. “I’m 
not going to act like one.” 

Johnny tried unsuccessfully to look for 
work for another week, and then he agreed. 

We had lived for several years in that 
city, but we left without calling anyone 
to say goodbye. Now I feel that that too 
was a mistake. We had met with some 
misunderstanding. but our own chip-on- 
the-shoulder attitude hadn’t made it easy 
for other people to act naturally with us. 


V 7E WENT AWAY, but we took our 
problem with us. 

We had sold all our lovely furniture for 
a fraction of what it was worth, but I didn’t 
really care. It seemed to me sometimes 
now that we would never have a real home 
again. 

We found a furnished apartment in a 
rather shabby part of the city. It wasn’t 
the sort of place we liked, but our money 
was beginning to run low. 

Johnny was able to get another job al- 
most at once. There was a place on the 
application blank that asked if he was sub- 
ject to epilepsy but we knew by now what 
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> under 
doctor, § would happen if he told the truth. 


medical As long as no one knew about his con- | 
dition we were safe. we thought. Johnny 
ies, we — had always been friendly but he began to 
ns. Our F keep to himself at work. We made no at- 
thout a fF tempt to make friends in our apartment 









landing — house. The fewer people we knew, the 
ny un- less talk there would be about us if some- 
il care thing went wrong. 
Je kept Johnny’s illness hidden as if it ° h | | | f th [li h + 
en we -. iad thing. I think we almost wit ove y, US rous, UU Ing air appearance! 
t after felt that by ignoring its existence. it might 
tep in cease to be. 
hadn’t And yet. I lived with fear. There was Raven's new scientific formula 
ly the never a moment of the day when he was works to help stop dry scalp, 
ices. out of my mind, when I didn’t worry: and splitting hair, breaking ends 
in the wonder if he was all right. Over and over I a —— 
going would ask myself. why did it have to hap- 
ing to pen to us. 
The months went on without Johnny 
itable, having another attack and [ began almost 
nstant to hope again. 
"t you It was about three o’clock one afternoon 
when I heard a key in the door. Johnny 
arms, home this early! I knew what that must 
symp- mean. One of the men from the office was 
bered with him. but he left right away. I got 
m lie Johnny to bed and brought him warm milk. 
mas- “Never mind darling.” I tried to comfort 
1 and him. “You'll get another job.” 
Johnny tried to sit up. “I’m all through 
. one with lying.” he said. “Nothing could be 
as bad as these last months. worrying for 
Let’s fear someone would find out.” He reached 
S US. over and took my hand. “Marilyn, I’ve If you've been looking and 
ou’ve been doing a lot of thinking. I shouldn't looking for something that would 
you expect other people to accept my handicap glorify your hair and give it 
when I won’t accept it myself. This isn’t sen inant tia Pee 
1 the the way I wanted our lives to be, but I’m ala 
e we not going to run away any more.” appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
had “But how will you get a job if they answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
arty. know?” I asked. to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
“D'm “IT don’t know.” he admitted. “If I had helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 


the money. I’d go into business for myself. with shining billows of 
But long, lustrous hair you've 





for I think that’s the only real solution. 
eed. don’t worry. honey. We'll get along.” always wanted. If the length of 
that I rested my cheek against his shoulder. your hair has been affected by its 
‘one I don’t think I have ever loved him more undue dryness, you owe it to 
too than I did at that moment. Somehow I too yourself to try RAVEEN on 
yme must find courage so that | wouldn't hold our generous no risk offer 
-on- him back with my fears. " 
asy There was a knock at the door. It was 
us. Johnny’s employer. I wished he hadn’t 

come so soon. We knew what to expect. 
our but I wished he hadn’t come so soon. 

“I'm sorry I didn’t know about your 

for trouble before. Johnny.” he began. 


in’ “I'm sorry. sir.” Johnny answered slow- P ‘ 
vm I : Mail coupon for no risk offer! 


ly. “I’ve tried to tell you and then lost my 
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at yourself, you'd be all right.” <a a ee ; 
We didn't know what to say. a 
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Do you mean you aren't going to fire 
Johnny asked in a choked voice. 
You’re a good man,” Mr. Agnew said. 
[ wouldn’t want to lose you.” He put a 
hand on Johnny’s shoulder. “I know a little 
yhat you are up against. My wife’s 
brother has the same trouble.” 

When Mr. Agnew had left, Johnny and 
| held each other close, laughing and cry- 
ing at the same time. All at once the world 

a good place again and there were 
people in it who were kind. I don’t believe 
ell ever completely lose hope again. 

We've been lucky of course, far, far 
luckier than most people with Johnny’s 

We belong now to our local 
society, and we try to show our 


handicap 


gratitude by helping the many others who 
need help. 

We try to live a normal, useful life. Next 
spring, we hope to build our own home. 
We hope the people in our community ac- 
cept us because we don’t intend to keep 
Johnny’s condition a secret. 

Our greatest sorrow comes from our de- 
cision not to have children. Doctors dis- 
agree about this, but we feel we haven’t 
the right to give a child a doubtful herit- 
age. 

We never lose hope. Some day, some 
miraculous day, science may find the cure 
for Johnny’s illness, and he and people 
like him will no longer be outcasts—the 


devil-possessed. THE END 





Too Late For Tears 


(Continued from Page 21) 


t from work without even any after- 
hopping, and kept as many people 
house as possible. But, imposing 
code upon me than he could 
kee imself, he made his own frequent, 
ned journeys away from home. 
On two or three occasions, when he re- 
irned I learned another shortcoming of 
|-conceived marriage; another one of 
hings I never really knew because 
ind I had never really been close. 
lack had a weakness for drink. He was 
iledholic, nor even a steady drinker. 
He only drank three or four times a month. 
But he shouldn’t have. Liquor mastered 
him completely. When he started drinking, 
uld not stop. He became comical, 
then surly, then mean and spoiling for a 
zht. Worst of all, he would eventually 
et sick. and became unbearable to live 
vith. He blamed me for what whisky did 
» hi Soon, on such occasions, I found 
| would look at him and see, not the pleas- 
int young man I had married, but instead, 
the hulking, cruel figure of my stepfather. 
The resemblance was too much. I had 
led from the figure before; I would flee 
gain. One morning, instead of going to 
york as Jack thought I had, I slowly 
ked all my clothes and left. 
\t first, there were some misgivings. I 
alized I had run out on Jack without 
fighting to make our marriage work, but 
givings did not last long in the face 
he facts. It was too much to ask me 
elive a miserable childhood. 
For three weeks I lived shut up in the 
ittle room I had rented, afraid even to go 
rk for fear Jack would find me. Now 
money was running low and I had to 
A newspaper ad and a quick 
nterview brought promise of a new, better- 
vaying job. I found a nice small apart- 
ment at reasonable rent, and found out how 
iuch money I would have to save to get a 
livor For the first time in months, 


Jack 


rake plans. 


things were looking brighter. And then a 
new and totally unexpected development 
occurred: I discovered I was pregnant. 

For the first time since my mother had 
explained the reason for the bitterness of 
my stepfather. I felt complete despair. 
Could I risk returning to an immature hus- 
band who was probably no more ready for 
the responsibilities of parenthood than he 
was for the responsibilities of marriage? 
How could I possibly manage for myself? 
Lastly, I considered an abortion, then 
threw away the idea with disgust. 

I took stock of things as they were. For 
a while, I could keep working at a job 
that paid me a good deal of the money I 
needed so badly. Most of it would still 
have to go for the divorce, if Jack would 
give me one. Thus, I would still have 
little or no money saved. So I hit upon an 
idea. I wrote Jack a straight-forward let- 
ter, asking him for a divorce. If he did not 
want one, I said, I would return to him 
with his child. If he gave me the divorce, 
I wrote, I would not ask for child support. 
I had not really expected the proposal to 
work, but it did. Jack agreed to the di- 
vorce and even paid the cost. I guess he 
was as glad to be out of our marriage as 
I was. 

I worked for five and a-half months, and 
then my pregnancy forced me out of my 
job. Not wanting to bring shame to my 
mother nor face the scorn of friends, whom 
I had been carefully avoiding, I prepared 
to leave town. 


T’S FUNNY HOW I felt no fear of the 

city I chose—big, cold New York. It 
seemed, in fact, to offer just what I want- 
ed: strangers, thousands of faceless peo- 
ple whom I could walk among as only 
another of the faceless. I could have my 
baby, or even drop dead on the sidewalk, 
without anybody bothering to interfere. 
Tt was exactly what IT wanted. 


Only when the train rolled into the sta- 
tion and I stepped off did I become afraid, 
As I moved down from the porter’s stool 
onto the concrete, I rocked unsteadily for 
a moment, caught in the first sinking feel. 
ing of being terribly alone. I had wanted 
it, and was now afraid of it. 

The oily smell of the trains and a sud- 
den gust of steam released from one of the 
engines suddenly seemed to snap me into 
facing the reality. I walked into the lobby 
and headed for a telephone booth to call a 
hotel. When I stepped into the booth, | 
changed my mind. A hotel would probably 
be too expensive. I walked out to a news 
stand, bought a newspaper and flipped it 
to the “rooms—furnished” section. I sat 
down and started to read. 

I read for about 10 minutes before the 
little brown woman with silver-blue hair 
came up to me and spoke. She must have 
been watching me from the very beginning. 
Her voice was soft and her smile quick. 

“Pardon me, my child,” she said. “but 
I noticed you might be in some distress, or 
in need of information. I wondered if | 
may be of service to you? I’m Mrs. Logan 
of the station’s Travelers’ Assistance Bu- 
reau.” 

“Well, I er—, I just arrived and was sort 
of looking for a place to stay,” I said hesi- 
tantly. I didn’t want to tell her anything 
and I didn’t want her to help me, but at the 
same time I felt so helpless and uncertain. 
I realized how stupid it had been for me 
to come to New York alone. pregnant. 
knowing no one. 

Mrs. Logan was looking at me curiously. 
By now there was no hiding the fact I was 
pregnant. 

“Perhaps you have friends in the city.” 
she said, “or you are meeting someone in 
New York?” 

“No.” I sighed, “No one.” I didn’t mean 
to say it the way I did, with so much de- 
spair in my voice, but somehow it came out 
that way. 

“T think I understand,” Mrs. Logan said 
quickly. In that instant, her voice sounded 
amazingly like my mother’s. 

And, she was likewise amazingly helpful. 
She said she knew of a roominghouse in a 
nice neighborhood that would be inexpen- 
sive. She also thought she could help me 
find a job where my condition would not 
matter. There might be, she hinted, other 
things she could do for me as time went on. 
I had no reason to question her help. She 
seemed so sincere. 

But it didn’t take long for me to learn 
what it was all about. Through shrewd 
friendliness, Mrs. Logan became like a 
mother to me. She wormed out details of 
my past, sympathized in my break with my 
family and my divorce from Jack. It was 
terrible, she said, how many girls were 
caught each year in such webs of unfor- 
tunate circumstances. In fact, Mrs. Logan 
revealed, she had dedicated her life to 
helping just such girls as I. She had con- 
nections with an adoption agency. If I 
would turn my baby over to them. they 
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would take care of all hospital arrange- 
ments. 

Mrs. Logan made it seem both simple 
and sensible. All I had to do was sign 
certain papers and my worries were over. 
The adoption agency would even help me 
fnancially before the baby was born, if 
necessary. 

Despite the simplicity of Mrs. Logan’s 
proposal, I could not bring myself to do it. 
She never quit reminding me of the idea, 
however, and sometimes she seemed al- 
most hurt because I did not agree. I was 
soon to learn why. 

On the morning that the pains started, 
Mrs. Logan was there. She had made all 
the plans, she said—with the adoption 
agency. 

“No, no,” I argued. “I don’t want it that 
way.” By then the pains were coming 
faster. We didn’t seem to have much time 
to discuss it. 

“Marie. don’t be a fool,” Mrs. Logan 
snapped, her voice losing its softness for 
the first time. Now it was hard, command- 
ing. “What do you think you can give this 
baby? Nothing! Nothing at all but maybe 
a stepfather. A stepfather! Do you hear? 
Somebody to scold and beat and mistreat it 
the way your stepfather did you!” 

“No, no!” I shouted. “I won’t!” 

“All right,” said Mrs. Logan curtly, 
turning toward the door. “Have your baby 
your way.” 

“Mrs. Logan!” I screamed, “Help me!” 

I remember little else, except Mrs. Logan 
getting me into a taxi and taking me to 
a dismal, seemingly inadequate place that 
served as a sort of clinic. The doctor, 
whose I learned later, was John 
Chambers. Between great stabs of pain, I 
signed papers that were shoved in front of 
me before the doctor would begin. Then 
everything seemed to fade away. 


name 


T WAS WEEKS BEFORE I was well 

again. I realized during that time that 
I was not in a real hospital. There was an 
air of illegitimacy about the whole place. 
Inever saw Mrs. Logan after my baby was 
born. And I never saw my baby. I did not 
know if it was a boy or a girl. All I 
knew was I would never have to go through 
that again. Dr. Chambers told me I could 
not have another child. 

When I was ready to leave, Dr. Cham- 
bers told me that all my belongings had 
been brought there. I no longer had my 
old room, he said. I decided to call Mrs. 
Logan, and suddenly realized that it would 
he the first time. She had never given me 
her telephone number. I took my suitcase 
and walked to the nearest drug store. In- 
side, I called the station and asked for the 
Travelers’ Assistance Bureau. There was 
no such bureau, I was told, but there was 
one with a similar name. I was connected 
with it. and I asked for Mrs. Logan. 


“I’m sorry,” said the voice at the other 
end, “there’s no one with us by that name.” 

The final piece of the puzzle was now in 
place. Mrs. Logan was a fake; a contact 
woman for an illegal adoption racket. It 
must have been easy, waiting in train sta- 
tions, picking out likely-looking victims 
like myself. 

My baby would be auctioned off to the 
highest bidder, somebody who could not 
qualify at a legal adoption agency but who 
had money, or perhaps some trusting souls 
who just did not know an unscrupulous 
outfit from an honest one. 

I had been suckered in, and there was 
nothing I could do about it. 

There was nothing else for me to do but 
catch the train for home. I had just 
enough money. 

The trip home gave me a chance to cry, 
to get it all out of my system. When I 
stepped off the train this time, I was again 
tired, afraid and uncertain, but there were 
no more tears to shed. I looked about the 
station crowd for a familiar face. I saw 
none, but one saw me. 

“Marie.” 

It was Bud’s voice. 

“Hello, Bud,” I said, turning to him and 
managing a weak smile. “What are you 
doing here?” 

“JT just put my old man on the train. 
He’s going west on a vacation. He wanted 
to give me last minute orders about the 
stores,” he said with a laugh. “We’ve got 
a small chain of them now, you know.” 

“No, I didn’t.” I said, and began to walk 
away. He stepped quickly beside me. 

“And you’ve been doing things I didn’t 
know about “Why, I 
didn’t even know about you and Jack bust- 


oy 


either.” he said. 
ing up until a few months ago. I’m sorry.” 

“I’m not,” I said dryly. 

“Well, if you’re going to put it that way, 
neither am I, really.” He laughed again. 
“T guess I always sort of envied the way 
he always had you to himself. right from 
the start. Your father wouldn’t let any- 
body else near you.” 

“That’s right.” I said. “He wouldn’t.” 

We were outside the station now. 

“Where are you headin’?” Bud asked. 

“I’m not sure,” I answered, realizing for 
the first time that this was as bad as New 
York. I had no place to call home. 

“Home?” Bud was asking. “Or Jack’s 
house maybe?” 

I shook my head. 

“How about Liz Brewster’s place? Lis- 
ten, she’s got a mad pad. I was up there 
the other day and she was talking about 
you, how she would like to see you and all. 
She’s got lots of room and—” 

“No.” I said firmly. “Not Liz Brew- 
ster’s,” 

“Marie,” said Bud, taking on a confi- 
dential tone. “Liz is a changed woman. 
Not wild, like when she was a kid. And 
not so mean either. Why, she teaches Sun- 


day School and works in a bank. As re- 
spectable as they come. She would love to 
have you, I know.” 

“Okay,” I said, “Ill stop by and see 
her.” I said it lightly, but I knew I had 
little choice. 

Driving over to Liz’s, Bud asked sud- 
denly: “What happened between you and 
Jack?” 

“We just couldn’t get along.” 

I was quiet for a moment. 

“No, that wasn’t it,” I said finally. “I 
hated his guts, that’s why.” 


URING THE NEXT FEW WEEKS, 
while I stayed with Liz, Bud came 
often and stayed long. At first, I thought 
he had been going with Liz, but I soon 
found out they were just good friends, as 
they had always been. Bud had never 
been serious with anyone, Liz reminded 
me. But I saw in him a new maturity, and 
the old kindness. 

Soon Bud began escorting me to baseball 
games, where we disagreed violently on 
the teams; to movies, where we had the 
same tastes, and on long drives. Despite 
my old bitterness, I found myself having 
fun. 

But soon I noticed a new nervousness in 
Bud. He often seemed strangely quiet 
when we were together. Finally I guessed 
he was building up to something, but I 
never dreamed what it was. 

One night it came out. We had come 
from a late movie and Bud parked outside 
Liz’s apartment. 

“Marie,” he said after a while. “this may 
sound crazy and if it does, you can laugh 
in my face. But this has been too nice for 
me not to try to make a lifetime of it.” 

“No, Bud.” I said quickly, yet unable 
to hide my shock. 

“Why not? We like each other. With 
me, it’s even more than that. I want to 
marry you, Marie, and keep having fun, 
and a home and kids and—” 

“Oh, no Bud,” I cried. There was no use 
trying to hold back the tears. Bud took me 
in his arms and kissed me. I broke away, 
and for the first time I sobbed out the 
whole story of what had happened in New 
York. 

“T can’t give you children, Bud,” I cried. 
“My own baby. I don’t know what it is or 
where it is. And I can’t have any more. 
Oh Bud, I want my baby back!” 

We sat quietly for a long time. Finally I 
said: “But it’s too late for all that.” 

“In a way,” Bud said. Then he took my 
hand. “But you know, I’ve always been 
afraid that a kid of my own would look 
like me—funny and wide-eyed and all.” 
He held my hand tighter. “We could 
adopt a child, Marie. Who knows, we 
might even find—the right one.” 

I put my head on his shoulder and wept 
softly. I knew I would love Bud always. 

THE END 
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When A Husband Strays 


(Continued from Page 33) 


-atty had been coming to breakfast, since 

itioned it to her mother, some weeks 

ack. Marian looked quite pretty, and I 

told her so. 

hat’s sweet of you to say so, dear,” she 
red, patting my arm absent-mind- 


I wanted to ask if there was anything 

pecial planned for the day, but that was 
: leading question, so I didn’t. 

Guess I'll get on down to the office,” I 

: “Ill be a bit early, but this is a big 


Bye dear.” Marian said. offering her 
eek. I kissed her dutifully, and the kids 
id I left together. 
declined my offer of a lift, as 

of Patty’s were picking them up. 

Jir was just itching to get to the “ja- 
ige. and Patty, too. had a dream of 
ertible picked out for her gradua- 
esent. I sighed, as I waved goodbye. 


Well—the sales campaign had better be 


thing went smoothly at the office 
and at five o’clock, Ed, Burt and 

e other two salesmen and Phyllis came 
office for the meeting. They were 
husiastie over Phyllis’ ideas. Except 
that is—every time Phyllis would 
t me. or say something to me, he 
to draw up into himself. What 
give th him, I wondered. I can’t have 
of foolishness around a business 


So blind are we all. I was judging Burt, 
| had never stopped to think of the effect 

llis was having on me. The meeting 
ided, one hour later. with everyone in 
rits. and certain sure promise that 

on the sales chart would swing 


Oh. Phyllis,” I said, as she started back 

desk, “will you get my wife on the 
lephone, please.” 

Of course, Mr. Cunningham,” she an- 


few minutes, she was back in the 

rhere’s no answer at your home, 
said. 

\re you quite sure?” I asked. “Some- 

be there. It’s after six oclock. 


: stumbling around with the words. 
an explanation both for her and 

for myself. I smiled. “It’s—uh—my birth- 
see, so I’m sure—someone—is— 


Phyllis smiled too, then, and said, “Hap- 
thday, Mr. Cunningham. I'll try 
mber again. I could have made a 


By six-thirty, I still hadn’t reached Mar- 


even the children were there- 


and I was usually home by that time. I'd 
even forgotten what I wanted to talk about. 
All I could realize was, they weren’t there. 
Marian was at a meeting, probably, the 
kids at friends’ homes, where they spent 
most of their time. 

Phyllis. with hat and coat, was standing 
in the door. ready to leave. “Is there— 
anything I could do for you. Mr. Cunning- 
ham?” she asked. timidly. 

Oh. Lord. now—there was a question, 
wasn’t it?! A part of me I’d thought long 
dead rose up with an answer: 

“Tt seems that I’ve been deserted, and 
on my birthday: too,” I said, sadly. “If 
you'd be willing to save me from dying of 
loneliness. do you think perhaps you could 
have dinner with me? I mean, if you're 
free this evening. We could talk about the 
sales campaign, and sort of make it a 
double celebration—?” I finished hope- 
fully. wondering what she’d say, and sur- 
prised at my own nerve. I really hadn’t 
thought of it. until I opened my mouth to 
speak. 

She looked a bit startled, and hesitated 
for a moment. 

“I know a very nice restaurant, near 
here,” I said, quickly. “It will be quite all 
right.” 

She smiled. “I'll be happy to have din- 
ner with you.” 

I picked up my hat and topcoat and, 
after turning off the lights, we left the 
building and headed for my car. I still had 
some qualms. but Phyllis chattered away 
in a happy. relaxed fashion, and soon I felt 
the same way. The restaurant. where I’d 
eaten many a dinner alone, wasn’t fancy, 
but just being there with her seemed to 
make it sort of special. I tried not to feel 
that way. but Phyllis did have a way of 
making life seem so much lovelier, and that 
was one of the pleasantest evenings I’d had 
in a long while. 


FTER THE EVENING we had dinner 
together, I became more aware of 
Phyllis as a person, not just an efficient 
secretary. When I realized how I was feel- 
ing. I tried to fight it. Here I was. going 
against my own hard preaching. my own 
stern rules of business operation. 
At home. Marian, after the 
forgive incident of forgetting my birthday, 
had been trying to make up for it by being 
extra sweet and attentive. Poor Marian— 
she was so unhappy when she finally re- 
alized. The kids had gone to the country 
to visit friends for the weekend, and Mar- 
ian had been quite late getting in from a 
political rally. It was even a minor rally 
that she needn't have attended. she told me, 
tearfully, later. Feeling a little 


hard-to- 


cuilty 


about Phyllis, I had eagerly responded to 
Marian’s attempts to “make up.” 

Phyllis, too, had stopped the openly 
adoring glances in my direction, the obedi- 
ent-servant-your-wish-is-my-command role 
she had been playing with me. Ed told me 
that she was dating Burt occasionally, and 
that young man looked disgustingly happy. 
Too, sales were increasing. 

Sooner or later, however, the glazed look 
came back into Marian’s eyes, and she was 
out hunting “causes” again. I was trou- 
bled, and Phyllis, seemingly in spite of 
herself was ever there to console me. 

Once, even, when Patty needed someone 
to go with her as “big sister” or sponsor, to 
a high school sorority affair, Phyllis, at 
the last minute, filled in and went with her 
in Marian’s place, because we simply 
couldn’t find Marian. She was, doubtless, 
out in her own little orbit. 

The day afterward, Phyllis was deter- 
minedly cool toward me. and ever so pleas- 
ant to young Burt. even having lunch with 
him at the restaurant across the street. | 
tried not to feel anything—I had no right 
in the werld. In fact. I told my self stern- 
ly. I should be glad. But by five o’clock. 
I’d found some excuse to ask her to work 
late that evening. I simply didn’t want 
to see her go—TI surely didn’t want to see 
her leave with Burt. 

And when she came into my office with 
the purely fabricated report. I took it from 
her, placed it carefully on the desk and. 
without a word, took her in my arms and 
kissed her. Briefly. she tried to pull away. 
and then she became like I always knew 
she’d be—soft and sweet, yet fire and pas- 
sion. Later, when we could part for breath. 
she twisted out of my arms and went over 
to stand by the window. 

“We shouldn’t.” she said. very low. “We 
shouldn’t have done that. you know.” 

“T know.” I said, “and I’m sorry.” I 
hesitated briefly. “No, I’m not sorry. I 
should be. but I’m not.” 

“Tt’s not your fault.” she said. still talk- 
ing to the window pane. “It’s just that— 
I’ve never known anyone quite like you. I 
know it isn’t an excuse or reason, but you 
see. my father and all of the men in my 
family are quiet and retiring. I’ve never 
known anyone as aggressive as you. I 
guess I thought—I think—you’re the most 
wonderful person in the world, and—oh. 
I’m so mixed up!” 

“Phyllis.” I said, starting toward her. I 
was afraid she’d cry in a minute. 

“Oh. no. don’t touch me.” she said. mov- 
ing toward the door. “I'd better go.” And 
she slipped into the outer office and was 
gone. 

What a heck of a mess life is, I thought, 
slamming my fist down on the desk. 


i] THOUGHT I WAS pretty good at fig- 
uring Phyllis’ moods. but I couldn't 
euess her the next day at all. She was gen- 
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tle, almost maternal, but reserved. No big- 
eyed. ingenue stuff. But on the other hand, 
neither was she virtue outraged. I'd been 
a bit afraid, after last evening, of her re- 
action. But she said nothing and she was, 
above all. the perfect secretary. 

I wonder now, sometimes, how it all 
would have ended if it hadn’t rained that 
afternoon. But of course, it rained. When 
I left the office, at well after 5:30, Phyllis 
was still standing in the doorway of the 
building. and it was pouring down. 

“Can I give you a lift?” I asked. 

“Thank you, I’d like that very much,” 
she said. 

“Stay there,” I said, “I'll drive around 
in front.” 

A few minutes later, she was seated be- 
side me. and the storm outside had sepa- 
rated us from the rest of the world. I drove 
along. not heading anywhere—just aware 
of her, and the light, young perfume that 
she wore. 

“Isn't there some place we can go have 
a drink and talk?” I asked, hearing in my 
mind the echo of the millions of others 
who’d asked the same question, and not 
feeling very original. Yet, I hoped— 

“T live at the Y, you know,” she an- 
swered in a small voice. “We could hardly 
go there.” 

I began to feel hopeful. She hadn’t said 
no. Then I remembered—Ed had a place 
in the suburbs—well. almost in the country 
—which he used as a combination lodge 
and laboratory. He surely wouldn’t be 
going out there tonight, not in all this rain. 
Peering through the slicing windshield 
wipers. I turned off at the next sign that 
said Route 41. Phyllis just sat there, and 
didn’t even ask where we were going. 

About a mile and a half down 41, there 
was a turn-off. which T almost missed, and 
then. looming large in the darkness ahead, 
Ed’s ledge. I parked in front, and we 
climbed out of the car, rushing up on the 
porch. I felt in the flower pot by the door 
for the key, and in a few seconds we were 
inside. where it was dry, if not warm. Ed 
enjoyed all the comforts of city life here, 
and in a minute I found the light switch. 
Even the fire was laid in the open fire- 
place. and after stopping only to say a 
silent ‘thank you’ to Ed, I found some 
matches and had the fire going in a few 
minutes. Phyllis stood huddled by the fire, 
looking sort of forlorn. 

“Tl fix that drink,” I said, and went out 
into the kitchen, hoping Ed was stocked 
with at least the basics. I found some very 
good Scotch, stuck back in a cabinet, and 
made one for me on the rocks, one for 
Phyllis with water, since Ed didn’t go for 
fancy fixings. 

Back in the living room, and armed with 
something to help the fire warm us up, I 
felt more cheerful. “Here, try this,” I said 
to Phyllis. “It should take care of the 
dampness. and the blues!” 

Phyllis smiled, and took her drink word- 


I remembered from our dinner to- 
but this one 


lessly. 
gether that she drank slowly. 
she gulped down nervously. I was a bit 
nervous myself. but she would never know 
it. 

We were sitting on the davenport in front 
of the fire. 
there were no problems in the world. I re- 


and it was warm and cozy, and 


membered that we were supposed to talk 
about something—oh. yes, what to do about 
this mutual attraction that was so wrong, 
and so very wonderful. 

“Phyllis.” I began, “you know I think 
the world and all of you—” 

“Yes, Mr. 
voice sounding a little fuzzy. 

“Couldn’t you say Jim?” I 
“Everyone does.” 

“All right, Jim.” she said, hesitantly. 

“Well. as I was saying,” I started again, 
and suddenly I felt the need for another 
drink to help me explain, a stronger one 
this time. 

I refilled 


seemed more relaxed. 


Cunningham.” she said, her 


asked. 


Phyllis’ glass, too, and she 
In the back of my 
mind. I realized I was wrong, but she was 
so lovely. and so near. and she turned and 
looked at me. that look that had turned my 
heart inside out for so many months. and 
as if I couldn’t help it. I reached for her. 

“Phyllis.” I said. hoarsely, “Phyll—” 

She pulled away from me for a moment, 
then came into my arms in a rush. as if she 
couldn’t help herself. either. And soon, all 
reason was lost. and there was no going 
back for either of us. as we took the hap- 
piness and pain of a hopeless love. 


DON’T KNOW how to describe my feel- 
ings. later that evening, after I’d taken 
Phyllis back to the Y. where she lived. 
Probably no one would believe me. but I 
think if I could have re-played the day 
over, we wouldn’t have gone to Ed’s lodge. 
Phyllis had been quiet and subdued on the 
drive back to town. much too quiet. After 
the wonderful closeness and the need we 
could not deny, had come the regrets, the 
realization. She had cried a little. and I 
could feel her confusion and almost hate— 
not for me. but for herself. We parted with 
only the barest of words. There wasn’t any- 
thing to say. 

And it wasn’t until I was nearly home 
that I remembered I had promised to take 
Marian and the children out to dinner this 
I hadn’t even called! She would 


evening. 
have managed all right, I knew, but sud- 


denly I realized that I’d left her to “man- 
age all right” so many times while I was 
building the that I’d almost 
forced her to become an organization slave. 

Maybe we could get back to how things 
used to be. I thought. wistfully trying to 
remember when and how that was. But 
then there was Phyllis, I thought, with a 
groan. What was I going to do about her? 
She was single, young and pretty. with the 
right to a full life of her own. By all the 


business, 


rules, we were wrong, and there was noth- 
ing that I could give to her life. But I 
knew from tonight, that her feelings were 
certainly not casual. Where would we go 
from here? I'd always controlled every- 
thing in my life so well, but I didn’t have 
the answer to this one. 

At the office the next day, I waited ner- 
vously for word from Phyllis. who had not 
been at her desk as usual when I came in. 
At about ten o’clock, Mary, the typist in 
the sales department, brought me a special 
delivery letter. It was from Phyllis, and I 
opened it hesitantly, because somehow or 
other I knew she would be saying: 


Dear Mr. Cunningham: 
I regret that I must terminate my em- 
ployment so abruptly, but feel that I can 
no longer serve your best interests, or 
the company’s. Thank you for your many 
kindnesses to me, and please say my 
goodbyes to Ed and my co-workers. 
Yours sincerely. 
Phyllis R. Scott 
On a small white card, enclosed, she’d 
written: “I’m sorry I messed things up, 
Jim—it’s best this way. Phyll” 


Slowly I folded the letter and put it in 
my desk. Once again the day was gray, and 
the work heavy. Poor Phyll—blaming her- 
self, when it was all my fault, everything. 
I could have kicked myself, but it wouldn’t 
have been enough. I’d have to explain to 
Ed and Burt and everybody. What could 
I say. as responsible as I was for her 
leaving? Would Ed and Burt guess the 
real reason? I didn’t think so, but that 
didn’t make me feel any better. She’d said 
it was best this way—I could only hope so. 

I sighed and reached for the telephone, 
to tell Ed that we’d have to start all over 
again. Remembering Phyllis’ enthusiasm, 
though, perhaps it wouldn’t be too hard. 
And I’d found out a lot about myself and 
Marian in the past several weeks. Perhaps 
we could start all over again, too. I would 


try. THE END 
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We Couldn’t Wait To 


Marry 


(Continued from Page 27) 


We spent our wedding night in a motel 
where we had to show the manager our 
license before he would let us 
room. It was wonderful and 
ightening those first hours of being mar- 
ed. Dave and I thought up all sorts of 
to keep from going to bed. 

[ saw a drive-in movie on our way into 
hat looked pretty interesting. Want 
lrive out and see it?” David asked 
er we had our suitcases inside our room. 
s awfully tired, not having slept for 
ys while we planned slipping away 
married. But I was still as nervous as 
knew Dave was, so I said: “Fine, I’d 


we dding 


have the 


excuses 


[he movie was one of those adult west- 
ind you could tell how it was going 


» end after the first half-hour. Besides, 
either of us was really interested in it. 
We held hands for a while and then I put 


ead on Dave’s shoulder and pretty 
eon we just forgot about the movie alto- 


It was there again, the flame. 

We drove back to the motel, stopping to 
it on the way. When we were back in our 
oom, Dave fumbled around with our lug- 

while I messed with my makeup in 


bathroom. We were both stalling again 
rvous. 
Finally I took the blue nylon nightgown 


had bought and went into the bathroom 
d put it on. I guess it took me twenty 
to get it on and get up enough 

» walk out and let Dave see me. 


When I finally did step out, holding my 

round my waist shyly, Dave was 

iding in the middle of the floor in his 

»ajamas. and | guess we were both startled 
t the sight of each other like that. 


G-gosh. you’re beautiful,” Dave breath- 


You—you like it?” I asked, letting my 
iown to my sides. 
Dave just nodded and swallowed hard. 
[ went over to the bed and sat down. 
Would you like a glass of water?” Dave 
sked, swallowing again and going toward 
i bathroom. 
‘No thank you,” I said. 
minute Dave came back and sat 
lown beside me. Then slowly, gently, he 
his arm around me, and our lips 


Turn out the light,” I told him when 
parte d. 
We were just two frightened kids that 
ight; new in the ways of love, but 
lriven by the desires as old as time... 
T WAS LIKE playing house, those first 
few weeks of our mariage. We rented 
ill, shabbily furnished attic apart- 
ind, because both our folks were 
upset about our marrving. Dave 


and | felt like there was just the two of 
us fighting against the world. It was just 
sort of make-believe, I thought, and it 
seemed to make us even closer together. 
I didn’t realize then how really bitter 
Dave was, and that he had always had to 
fight for everything he had. I was happy 
just cooking our meals and trying to fix 
up those two rooms with pretty curtains 
and things. 

For a while. it was real fun. We could 
just take off and go for a movie or a drive 
or to a dance and stay as late as we liked. 
And when the grocery money ran short, 
well, we liked hamburgers and hot dogs 
and luncheon meat sandwiches and home- 
made punch. For home entertainment, we 
splurged on a second-hand television set. 

And we had our love—a love that showed 
itself in its sudden, blinding physical 
storms that struck at odd hours of the day 
or night and left us spent in each other’s 
arms. 

It’s funny how in our blissful ignorance 
we didn’t think about children. It’s the 
kind of thing young couples worry about 
before they get married, then forget as 
soon as they are. I suppose. 

Anyway. I was probably the most sur- 
prised person in the world the morning 
I woke up with butterflies in my stomach. 
I mentioned to Dave that I wasn’t feeling 
very well but he just grunted and said to 
get some medicine at the drug store and 
went off to work at Stevenson’s Garage. 

But by the fourth morning even I was 
beginning to suspect what was wrong. 

Dave and I had never discussed having 
children, so I didn’t know exactly what I 
wanted to say to him when he came in from 
work that evening. All I knew was that 
all we had was each other. and I didn’t 
even think of going to a doctor to be sure 
or waiting to tell Dave. 

He was quiet when he came in that 
evening, and there seemed to be a frown 
on his face. This wasn’t the first time, and 
I knew it meant that money was getting 
short too far from payday or something 
like that. 

I waited until he washed up for dinner 
and I was serving the frankfurters and 
beans before [ told him what I suspected. 

“This may come as somewhat of a shock 
to you.” I said cheerily, “but I think you’ve 
got a pregnant wife on your hands.” 

Dave didn’t even look up at me or smile 
when he said: “Oh, fine. That’s all I need.” 

I was so stunned at the tone of his voice 
that I almost dropped the pan I was 
holding. 

“Well—you needn’t be so overjoyed,” 
I managed, feeling my face grow hot and 
tears rushing into my eyes. 

Dave jumped up and put his arms 
around me. “Gosh. T’m sorry. honey. T 


didn't really mean it that way. | guess | 
just never thought about us having a baby. 
And hearing it today of all days!” 

“What’s the matter with today?” I asked, 
dabbing at my eyes with my apron. 

“Well, that jerk Stevenson was on my 
back again. There’s just so much a guy 
can take, you know. He’s been riding me 
for a month, making cracks about maybe 
I'm not getting enough sleep at night be- 
cause we just got married and all. Well, 
today I let him have it. I really told him 
off. You can guess what happened next. 
Bang! There went the job.” 

“Oh, no, Dave!” 

“Well, what could I do?” Dave snapped. 
“[’'m not anybody’s whipping boy.” 

That was the beginning; the beginning 
of the many jobs Dave was to hold and the 
many times he would come in boiling with 
anger and tell me how he had told off an 
employer and been fired, or just quit. It 
wasn’t that Dave was a poor worker. He 
usually got a raise after a couple of weeks 
on the job, but he just had difficulty get- 
ting along with bosses. In the eight months 
before the baby was born, he worked at 
two garages, a grocery store and a gasoline 
station. But the story always ended the 
same; somebody was on his back. 

When the baby came, it took every cent 
we had to pay the doctor and hospital bills. 
We had never had any insurance and little 
savings, so we were flat broke. 

Still, the baby made everything seem 
alright. It was a girl, a beautiful, ador- 
able doll we named Shelly. Dave was so 
proud of her. It made me happy to see 
them together, Dave holding her ever so 
gently in his arms and nuzzling her nose 
with his and talking baby talk. It made 
me forget about all the long months before 
she was born when Dave was into one job 
and right out; the months when there was 
never enough money; the months when we 
had begun to have our first arguments. 

There even seemed to be a change in 
Dave the first four months, and he was 
getting along fine in his new job at the 
dairy. 

Then it happened again. Dave got into 
an argument with his foreman, took a 
swing at him. and there he was out of 
a job. 

“Tt wasn’t my fault, this time, really it 
wasn’t,” Dave started to explain that night. 

“Oh, now you’re admitting that it was 
your fault before” I said curtly. 

“IT didn’t admit anything, Dave coun- 
tered angrily. He stormed out of the room. 
put on his coat and walked out. 


HE NEXT MONTH was a nightmare 

of wrangling and pleading with the 
grocer, the landlord, the furniture store 
where we bought the baby bed and the 
Chinese laundry down the street. We owed 
them all. Dave had never been out of a 
job this long before, and the pressure of 
it, along with the strain of two adults and 
an ofttimes crying child in a two-room attic 
apartment played havoc with our nerves. 
Pretty soon. the only time Dave and T were 
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talking to each other at all was when we 
were snapping each other’s head off. 

Even the old fire between us was gone. 
The problems we faced now could not be 
eased in each other’s arms at night. 

At the end of the sixth week that Dave 
was out of a job, my mind was made up; 
and I went out and got one myself. It 
wasn’t much, just a waitress in a restau- 
rant and bar, and it only paid forty dollars 
a week. But the tips were good. 

Dave didn’t like it at all. And he seemed 
to know something about the owner, Benny 
Thomas. “The guy’s a gambler and a wom- 
an-chaser. That’s his business. But I don’t 
intend to have my wife working there.” 

“Oh yeah, have you got any better deals 
for me—or for yourself?” I yelled at Dave. 
The grocer says he can’t give us any more 
credit. That means no milk and baby food 
for Shelly. And the landlord is ready to 
put us out of here, although I don’t even 
know why we should want to stay.” I 
looked disdainfully around the place. 

“Okay,” Dave said. “Why don’t you say 
it, Say I’ve failed. That’s what you're 
thinking.” 

“You’re the one who said it,” I told him. 

So I went to work at Benny’s place, and 
my salary and tips totaled nearly one hun- 
dred dollars the first week, and a little 
more than that the second. It was more 
money than Dave ever earned, and I started 
paying off bills just as fast as | could. 
But that didn’t make him happy at all. 
If anything, he just sulked more. 

By the third week. he had a job of his 
own, with a construction company. “I guess 
you can quit now and come home and take 
eare of Shelly.” he told me. 

“Do you think I’m crazy?” I demanded. 
“How long do you figure to be working 
this time? I’m surprised you haven’t 
slugged your boss already. Besides we need 
all the money we can get.” 

We hired a sitter for Shelly and we both 
kept working. But Dave and I were fur- 
ther apart now than ever. Maybe it was 
showing in my face or something, but I 
started getting the sympathetic treatment 
from Benny. 

“If you’ve got troubles, that’s what old 
Benny is here for,” he told me one night 
near closing time. 

“Thanks,” I said, “but I'll cry on my 
own shoulder.” , 

Still, Benny did seem to be genuinely 
nice. I knew he fooled around with a lot 
of women, but he was handsome and had 
charm, so I guess there was no reason 
why the girls shouldn’t go for him. 

I even gave in one night when he offered 
to give me a ride home from work. He 
hadn’t made any passes so far, and I fig- 
ured I could handle him just this one time 
if he did. 

Surprisingly, he didn’t make a pass. In 
fact. we talked about several different 
things that night. There had been a big. 
important party of people in the restau- 
rant that night. and we had stayed open 
an hour Jater than usual. Benny told me 


something about them and how some of 
them were politicians and friends of his. 

We were just talking when suddenly the 
headlights of another car swung around 
the corner. We saw it as it swayed up on 
the curb before straightening out and com- 
ing right at us so quickly neither of us 
had a chance to speak. All I know is, I 


screamed just before it hit us. 


WAS IN A DAZE for a long time after 

that, and I learned what had happened 
in bits and pieces. They were wild teen- 
agers in a stolen car, trying to outrace the 
police. They hit us at eighty miles an hour 
right in town. Benny was dead, pinned 
beneath the steering wheel. The door on 
my side of the car had come open in the im- 
pact. and I had fallen out. Luckily, Benny 
had been driving pretty slowly, and my 
head didn’t hit the pavement when I fell. 

So there I was, all in the newspapers. 
And there was Dave, looking at me with a 
look that hurt worse than anything I had 
ever felt in my life. 

“Tt wasn’t enough for you to just work 
there when I didn’t want you to, was it?” 
he demanded the next day. “You got to go 
running around with him.” 

“We were on our way home, Dave!” 

“Sure. an hour and a half late. You were 
sure taking the long way.” 

“Dave there was nothing to it. don’t you 
believe me?” I pleaded. 

“Sure, I believe you. I believe you just 
like you believed me when I told you 
that the time I lost the job at the dairy 
it wasn’t my fault. I had changed, Ellen. 
Having the baby made me do it, I guess. 
But you didn’t give me a chance. You 
didn’t have any faith. Even after I got 
another job, you didn’t trust me, you didn’t 
believe in me. Now you want me to believe 
in you?” 

I sank back in horror at Dave’s words. 
The bitter truth of them was a lash sting- 
ing across my face. He was right. He was 
so right. 

I hadn't given Dave a chance, really. 
We couldn’t wait to marry, and I guess 
we couldn’t wait for each other to grow 
up, to accept responsibility. Now, we both 
were trying to regain the trust and faith 
we never should have lost. Dave had tried 
to tell his side, and I didn’t believe him. 
Would he ever believe me now? 


LOT HAS HAPPENED since then. I’m 
‘% a housewife again taking care of 
Shelly, and my husband. We aren’t in that 
two-room attic anymore. The place we’ve 
got now isn’t a whole lot bigger, but it’s 
progress. and maybe someday we'll have 
a home of our own. Dave is still on his 
construction job. He’s a foreman. 

Maybe for us the worst is over. Or may- 
be the worst will never be over. Maybe 
Dave will never really believe there was 
nothing wrong the night of the accident. 
But at least we’re grown enough now to 
accept what we must. Perhaps that’s the 
only time anybody can be truly happy. 


THE END 
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You can do two things to guard 
yourself against cancer: Have an 
annual health checkup. Alert 
yourself to the seven danger 
signals that could mean cancer: 


1. Unusual bleeding or dis- 
charge. 2. A lump or thickening 
in the breast or elsewhere. 
3. A sore that does not heal. 
4. Change in bowel or bladder 
habits. 5. Hoarseness or cough. 
6. Indigestion or difficulty in 
swallowing. 7. Change in a wart 
or mole. 





if your signal lasts longer than 
two weeks, go to your physician. 
Give him the chance to give you 
the chance of a lifetime. 











Back-of-the-Book Bonus Story 





IT WAS MY LIFE—TO RUIN 


... And nobody could stop me from doing it 


I'S FUNNY. If anyone had asked me 

hat I felt towards my sister Janie, 
during the years we were growing up, ['d 
have said I loved her and I would have 


lieved it. 
Actually, though, I guess I was jealous 
her from the time I was old enough to 


any kind of feelings at all. And be- 
of that jealousy I sure messed up 
nie was two years older than I, and 
yas small, dark and graceful as a 
just like Mama. I looked like Daddy, 
hig. light-skinned, and by the time I was 
people were already saying I was 

jing to be big, “just like all the Read- 


rst. before we went to school, I was 
to be as big as Janie, then even a 
taller and a lot heavier. Kids measure 
and the bigger the better. 
When I started walking, though. Mama 
ized I had none of Janie’s quick grace. 
| would fall a dozen times a day and from 
the time I was two on I always had sore 
elbows. I don’t think I ever saw 
even in rough games. Janie was 
I ind graceful, but she was no sissy. 
She could bat a ball as good as half the 
yn our street and better than a lot 
n. She could out-skate, out-run, out- 
and out-ride them on bikes. 

| followed along, trying to do the same 
things and only succeeding in looking 
ridiculous and getting more skinned knees. 

So Mama gave us both dancing lessons. 
Janie got more graceful but it worked the 
ther way with me. So after two years of 
trying, Mama let me stop the lessons while 
Janie went on getting better and better 

| she was always being asked to dance 
place or other. 

[ can’t say Janie and I fought . . . prob- 
ibly that was due to Janie’s good dispo- 
sition more than anything else, but really, 

were real close for sisters. We even 
made it a game to pretend I was the older, 
ome times. Folks always thought so, when 
the saw us. 

[ guess it was when I got to second 
rade that the resentment began to grow 
nside me against Janie. I didn’t know 
vhat it was. I thought it was disappoint- 
nent hecause I didn’t get as good grades 
s Janie no matter how hard I studied. 
Janie never seemed to study. She took to 
read like ducks to water and arithmetic 


ind 


ie fall, 


i 


and spelling were just as easy. It didn’t 
help any to have the teachers Janie had 
had two years before tell me, “I don’t see 
why you can’t do better. Your sister Janie 
always did.” 

By the time I hit junior high that resent- 
ment was just about the biggest thing in 
my life. My life had become a struggle 
to come up to Janie in something. Janie 
was helping Mrs. Turner with dancing 
lessons. by then, earning money for it and 
saving that money towards college and 
nurse’s training. We were both going to be 
nurses. Janie wanted to be a children’s 
nurse and I wanted to be a surgical nurse. 
We had figured it out this way. Janie was 
two years ahead of me and she'd teach 
dancing for that two years, saving up the 
money for our first year. Then we'd both 
work summers for the next two, and then 
we'd be in a hospital some place and first 
thing we knew we'd both be nurses. 

The resentment was still strong, stronger 
than ever, really, but the idea of having 
Janie working for two years to help pay 
my way sort of eased it. It would serve 
her right, for being so smart and so much 
more graceful and all. That’s what I told 
myself. 

Janie had made cheer leader and student 
council in seventh grade and when I got 
to seventh grade she was beginning her 
third year in both of them and I couldn’t 
even make pep club and average grades. 

On the social side it was the same thing. 
Janie’d had dates galore from the time 
Mama let her ask a boy to a Rainbow 
dance when she was thirteen. I asked a boy 
to a Rainbow dance when [ was thirteen, 
too, but I didn’t have any dates afterwards. 
I was too much bigger than any of the 
boys in junior high school and those in 
high -school couldn’t be bothered with 
“kids.” 

It used to make me downright sick to 
see Janie dressing for a date, while I sat 
at home and grubbed on my lessons to try 
to get half the grade she got for just 
skimming through the assignment. 

There was a certain amount of prestige 
for me, in being Janie’s sister. We ate 
lunch together and I was the only seventh 
grader to eat with ninth graders. Just like 
I was the only sophomore at high school 
to eat at a senior table right from the start. 

Janie even tried to get dates for me, but 
something made me pick the boys she 


mentioned to pieces. They were too stupid, 
or too clumsy, or too wild. 

“Honestly, Patti,” she shook her head 
one night when she’d been trying to get 
me to agree to go to the school dance 
with Tom Harris. “Anyone would think 
you had millions of dates, the way you act 
so choosy.” 

“And I guess because I don’t have every 
Tom, Dick and Harry in schoo! calling me 
up, I should be grateful for anyone you 
dig up to date me, huh? Well, I’m not. I’m 
not even keen on dates. You can have them. 
I'd much rather spend the evening with 
some of the girls, playing records.” 

“Then why don't you?” she flared, in a 
rare show of temper. “I give up. I keep 
trying to get you into things. To see that 
you have fun and are part of the school 
things. And all I get is complaints. I’m 
through! From now on, if you have a date, 
you get it alone.” 

“You act as if I couldn't.” I tossed my 
head. “Well. Miss Janie, I can get dates 
if I want them and it won’t be any fat 
tub like Tom Harris.” 

“T’d like to see you.” she scoffed. “You 
know very well, you never have had a date 
I didn’t arrange.” 

“Well, I'll have one for that dance. You 
just wait and see.” 

I was bluffing and she knew it but there 
it was. I had to produce or admit I was 
just a wet blanket without Janie. Some of 
the girls and I had been going to the skat- 
ing rink on Saturday mornings and we'd 
planned to start dancing on skates. The 
instructor was about twenty-one or two, 
a little taller than I, with bold black eyes 
and a look that tore away your sweaters. 
I could skate with him better than any- 
one I’d ever known. and I didn’t feel so 
clumsy and stupid with him. He liked me. 
I knew, the way he always managed to 
skate with me every free time he had. 
Maybe, I figured on Saturday, I could lead 
up to the dance and if he didn’t ask me, 
at least he might ask if I had a date and 
I could ask him to go. 

It worked out just about that way, too. 
I could even manage a waltz of sorts, with 
Kent Carter, and dancing just naturally 
came into the conversation and by the time 
we left the rink that morning. I had a date 
for the dance and I wasn’t at all sure | 
wanted it. 

Kent’s look had made me feel uncom- 
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fortable and I knew very well Mama and 
Daddy would miss his good looks when 
they thought of his age. I wasn't quite 
sixteen. even if I was five-ten tall and 
weighed one hundred and fifty-five pounds. 

It was Janie who brought up Kent’s 
age. “He’s too old for you, Patti. Too 
gown up and experienced. Mama, you 
shouldn’t let her go. She’s just doing it 
to show me she can get a date on her own.” 

“He does seem old for you. Patti.” Mama 
said. “Still—I’ve tried to teach you how to 
behave.” She wasn’t too happy about it, but 
she wasn’t going to say I couldn’t go with 
Kent. either. Mama might be proud of 
Janie’s grace and her being so smart and 
all. but she never made any difference at 
all in the way she treated us and it had 
probably worried her because I wasn’t pop- 
ular and had to depend on Janie so much. 

I hadn’t thought much about Kent, 
really. I didn’t feel as awkward with him 
as I did with most boys, but I didn’t feel 
romantic about him. either. He’d just been 
handy when Janie got mad at me and I 
decided to take my life in my own hands. 

After all. it was my life. So far I’d lived 
it pretty much in the shadow of Janie and 
it was about time I did something on my 
own. I'd show Janie I didn’t have to de- 
pend on the second rate dates she got me. 


DID A LOT of talking to myself in the 

days before the school dance, and I 
almost made myself look forward to the 
dance. When the day came, though, I kept 
hoping I’d get a headache so I wouldn't 
have to go. 

Nothing happened and when Kent came 
to the door at eight I was ready in my 
new blue formal and I felt proud of him 
for coming to the door instead of just 
honking. I saw it pleased Mama, too, espe- 
cially when Janie’s date tooted for her 
while Kent and I were standing in the 
hall with Mama. 

That was a real nice date. I felt sort 
of shy, at first. but Kent told me all about 
himself, how he’d quit school in the junior 
vear because the teachers were all against 
him and even though he was the best man 
o the basketball team they kicked him 
off just because old Stevens had flunked 
him on a chemistry test. I knew how hard 
Stevens’ tests were and I felt sorry for 
Kent. 

He was working at the skating rink, 
filling in until they called him in the serv- 
ice. He was going to get into something 
in mechanics or radio and by the time he 
got out of the Army he’d have it made. 

“Way things are now,” he told me, dur- 
ing intermission, “I can get all the train- 
ing I need to get work as a mechanic or 
radio repair man, or in electric work, 
Wherever I land when they call me in. 
I don’t care too much, just so long as it’s 
something that will teach me a trade on 
Uncle Sam’s money.” 

All in all, the date was fun, satisfying. 


My sister talked against Kent, said he 
was too old for me and stuff like that. 


But I knew her game. She was jealous 


and rather calm. Kent didn’t try to get me 
to go out and sit in his parked car, or 
try to dance me into dark 
anything like that. We danced a lot and 
we ate with Janie and her date and two 
other couples and when Kent took me home 
he kissed me good night and made plans 
to meet me at the rink the next evening. 
Janie came home about half an hour 
later. “How come you got here so early?” 


corners, or 


she asked. 

“We came straight home.” I told her, 
primly. “Obviously. you didn’t.” 

“We took Marva home and had a flat 
on the way back.” she didn’t sound happy 
and I wondered if it was the tire or be- 
cause I’d had a date and a good time 
without her help. 


ENT WANTED to take me home the 

next night. “Wait around until we 
close.” he said. “We lock up at 10 and 
we'll have a hamburger and still get home 
earlier than we did last night.” 

“Last night was different—it was a 
dance. Mama likes us to be home early 
after just skating, and after being out so 
late the night before.” 

“We won't be late. I promise to take 
you home as soon as we eat. Okay?” he 
just wasn’t having no for an answer and 
I began to think of him as maybe a reg- 
ular date. He wasn’t at all bad-looking. 
I'd noticed the girls looking at him at 
the dance. And besides, I'd gotten him 
myself, not through being Janie’s sister. 

“Okay.” I agreed. “But I'll have to go 
right home. Mama will be nervous.” 

Kent and I had a date on Tuesday for 
the show and as easy as that we were go- 
ing together steady. Janie had fits. “He’s 
too old for you and the only reason you’re 
doing it is because you got mad at me.” 
she said. 

“Tt so happens I like Kent.” I told her. 
“And he likes me. Is that so hard for you 
to understand? That someone could like 
me?” 

Janie hugged me in that quick way of 
hers. “Patti, you know that isn’t so. You’re 
a wonderful person. really, when you let 
yourself be. You’ve always used the fact 
that you’re bigger than me like a club. So 
what if you are tall. and larger boned 
than I? Lots of girls are. Lots of the big 
time models are big girls. Look at the 
dresses in the shops. Most of them are 
made for tall girls.” 

“Yeah. and lots of them are made for 
little girls.” I said. shrugging her arms 
off. “I like Kent and I’m going with him 
and you might just as well learn to like 
og 


“Well, I won't like it,” she said. “The 
way he looks at you . . . he doesn’t mean 
any good by you, Patti. He just isn’t our’ 
sort.” 

“He’s my sort and I like him.” I told 
her, stubbornly. “After all, it’s me he’s 
dating. It’s my life, not yours.” 

“What about all our plans?” she asked. 
“Pll be out of school in a few months. 
What about nurse’s training?” 

“Why should going with Kent change 
that?” 

“Because going with Kent will change 
you, that’s why.” 

“Hah! Only way it changes me is to 
make me a little independent of you. May- 
be you want out? Maybe you don’t want 
to work and wait for me to get out of 
school so we can go to nurse’s school 
together.” 

“You know better, Patti.” she said. 
quietly. “I’m not going to quarrel with 
you over Kent or over going to school. 
Maybe something will work out.” 

Maybe Kent would throw me over for 
someone else. she meant, even if she didn’t 
say it. Well, I made up my mind right 
then that Kent wasn’t going to throw me 
over. It was my life and I had had enough 
of living it to suit Janie. Of course I 
wanted to be a nurse and I would be. 
But I was going to go with Kent and that 
was that. 

Janie made it clear that she didn’t like 
Kent but it didn’t bother him, even though 
it did me. “She’s just jealous, that’s all.” 
he shrugged. “Trouble with your sister. . . 
she thinks she’s got the right to tell you 
what to do and when and even with who. 
After all—it’s your life. What’s she care 
how you live it?” 

That’s what I'd been telling myself, too. 
It was easier to believe it, when Kent 
said it. Besides, going with Kent was fun. 
Fun in a way I'd missed, going on the 
dates Janie had arranged for me. We didn’t 
go with a gang, just another couple now 
and then and usually alone. I liked Kent’s 
kisses, liked to have him hold me close 
and tell me how crazy he was over me. 
But I didn’t want it to go any farther than 
kisses and Kent did. 

“After all, Patti, you're not a_ baby. 
Everyone does. If they love each other, 
that is. Maybe you don’t really care any- 
thing for me.” He let me go and pouted 
a little. We'd been to a show, and had gone 
home through the park and as usual Kent 
had parked by the statue and as usual he’d 
wanted more than a few kisses. 

“You know I do, Kent.” I told him, not 
wanting him to be mad at me. “It’s just 
—well, I don’t go in for that kind of thing. 
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| didn’t intend to go too far with Kent, but 


once things got started, it was like an 


avalanche roaring down a mountainside 


to wear white at my wedding and 
[ want it to be something special.” 

\ll weddings are something special.” 

He shrugged. “That white deal—brides 

ear white but it’s no sign they have the 

in the old-fashioned way. That 

dea went out with bustles. No one waits 
these days.” 

[ intend to.” 

Mama make you promise tu? Or is that 

of Janie’s ideas to keep her little 
1ands on your life?” 

Neither one.” I retorted. Mama hadn't 

ide Janie or me promise to wait for 
narriage. She’d talked to us, though, when- 
ver we asked questions, and told us all 
and a lot more about what we 
ourselves in for if we didn’t 
the rules. And Janie and I had 
rt of pact that we’d not only wear 
hite at our wedding, we’d have the right 
o wear it and we’d have something special 

to our husbands. 

Then why should we wait?” Kent was 
lemanding. “We'll be getting married one 
days, when you get out of school 
ind I finish my time in the service. No 
ever know, so what difference 
loes it make if it’s now or on our wed- 
ight? It’s up to us. It’s our lives.” 


he facts 


ould let 


mie V il} 


TH \T WAS the first time Kent had men- 
tioned marriage, and it hit me kind of 
Sure I liked Kent, liked his kisses, 
metimes, wanted to say yes and 
go on with his lovemaking. But I 
tadn’t thought of marriage in that way. 
Not casual as that. My first proposal 
g to be just about as special as 


lard 


riage. 
| held out, though, even though he kept 
ing me I would say yes if I loved him. 
| didn’t think it was a mark of how much 
[ loved him. We had a long time before 
married, and something might 


He started the car, without kissing me 
| just might get tired of waiting, 
uu Know. Might decide it isn’t worth while 
ing for someone who doesn’t love me 
no to prove | hg 
It seems the other way to me, Kent.” 
tried to make him understand. “If you 


eally love a person you can wait a long 
ry : 
[s that you talking or Janie? What 


makes you think Janie is living the things 
lls you to live? She’s just using you 
how she can boss someone else’s 
ife, that’s all. One of those ‘Do as I say, 
ot as I do’ persons.” 


I didn’ 


t want to argue with Kent over 


o 
al 


Janie, and while I didn’t want Janie run- 
ning my life, I wasn’t going to believe she 
was going all the way with Greg Patter- 
son. the boy she’d dated steady for six 
months now. 

I thought maybe Kent would be too mad 
at me to want to go to the Easter dance, 
but he said he’d pick me up at eight-thirty 
when he left. He didn’t kiss me good- 
night. though, and that hurt. 

On Sunday night he was his o!d self 
and [ felt a real relief. Maybe he would 
see it my from and want 
to wait. 

This Easter dance wasn’t exactly a school 
affair. It was a sorority deal, with all the 
chapters chipping in and it was held in 
the local guard armory. Each sorority 
chapter furnished two couples of parents 
for chaperones. or two of the members of 
one of the older chapters, and her husband. 

There were more of them than there 
were parents, and they were as interested 
in dancing as in chaperoning., so it was 
almost as if we were strictly on our own. 
No one said anything about the couples 
that disappeared for a half hour or so, or 
about having the lights pretty low and a 
lot of dark corners. 

Kent didn’t ask me to leave the floor, 
though, and all he did in the dark cor- 
ner was kiss me. so I really enjoyed my- 
self and relaxed. By intermission I was 
walking-on cloud nine. Kent did love me 
and he felt the way I did about the waiting 
and after all. it wouldn’t be more than 
five years at the most and by that time 
he’d be set in a business and I would be 
through nurse’s training with Janie and 
we'd have it made. 

I was thirsty and a little hungry, but 
I knew the punch was spiked and [ asked 
Kent to get me a Coke. 

“Don’t be so babyish.” he chided. “What 
there is in this punch wouldn’t hurt a 
fly.” He filled my glass and it did look 
good, cool and frosty and it smelled a 
lot like pink lemonade and even looked 
like it. T tasted it and it tasted like it, 
too, only a little more bitey with a touch 
of bitterness that I liked. I drank it and 
Kent filled the glass and our plates and 
we found a nice cozy place on the stairs. 

I felt better, after we’d eaten, relaxed 
and in love and happy. Kent lit a cig- 
arette and went after two more glasses of 
punch. 

“T don’t think I should drink any more 
of it.” I told him. 

“Nonsense. It’s harmless. The other two 
glasses haven’t hurt you, have they?” He 
sat down and put his arm around my waist. 

They sure hadn’t. I wasn’t dizzy and I 


was. now on. 


could see as good as you’d expect to see 
in a half lighted, smoky room and I sure 
wasn’t giggling or acting silly or any of 
the things I figured girls did when they 
got tight. I drank the third glass of punch 
and I felt even better. I wanted to dance 
all night, or go for a long walk in the 
moonlight. Or kiss Kent. Which is what 
I did. 

“Well, now,” he grinned, pulling me 
close. “That’s real friendly like. Do it 
some more. Cool as you’ve been all night, 
[ thought maybe you didn’t like me at 
all any more.” 

“You know I’m crazy about you, Kent.” 
[ told him, my face pressed against his 
shoulder as he held me. 

“How crazy?” He tipped my chin up and 
ran his lips down my cheek in a series of 
little tantalizing kisses. “Show me.” 

I pulled away a little. “Let’s dance, 
Kent. People will see us.” 

“T doubt it. They’re too busy on their 
own.” But he stood up and pulled me 
up to him, holding me tight for a minute 
or two before he led me to the dance 
floor. He held me close during that dance, 
and that’s the way I wanted it. I loved 
Kent and he loved me and now he knew 
it and we wouldn’t have any more argu- 
ments. That much for Janie and her boss- 
ing my life and all her worries. I was 
living my life and it was turning out to 
be a pretty good life. 

I should have stopped right then, while 
[ was ahead. I should have run out of 
there and all the way home and _ never 
seen Kent again. But I didn’t. I stayed 
in Kent’s arms and we danced another 
dance then he got our wraps and we left. 
In the car he had me sit real close, and 
he drove with one hand and I leaned 
against him, loving every minute of it. 
Even when he stopped the car in the park 
and drew me closer and closer, kissing 
me and demanding kisses in return, I liked 
it. We were in love. 

I tried to stop him. I really did, even 
though I wanted him to keep on exploring 
with his hands, once he’d started. Then 
the exploring wasn’t enough and I didn’t 
stop him... 


A FTER THAT first demand, though. 

everything went dead and all I wanted 
was to get home to the room I shared with 
Janie and strip off my messed up clothes 
and scrub and scrub in hot soapy water. I 
didn’t even feel anything when Kent kissed 
me good night and whispered that now 
he knew I did love him. after all. 

The bath didn’t help much. I still felt 
dirty and when Janie came in I pretended 
to be asleep. I made up my mind that one 
time was all. Kent knew I loved him and 
now he’d be willing to wait and everything 
would be fine. 

Only with something like that there’s 
no such thing as one time. I wasn’t the 
first girl for Kent and he’d learned how to 
excite me and make me want him to go on 
even though I knew it wasn’t right and I 
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felt terrible afterwards. He'd talk about 
getting married and it helped a little, but 
[didn’t feel right about it. I worried for 
fear something would happen, though 
Kent was sure it wouldn't. 

By the last week of school though, I was 
haunted by a fear Kent couldn’t shrug off. 
I'd been keeping careful check on the time 
and I’d never been even two days late and 
here 1 was going into the third week. 

“You’re just working yourself up over 
nothing.” he insisted. “I don’t see how 
anything could happen. But if it will do 
you any good, I'll get the name of a doc- 
tor some guys use and you can see him. 
He’s the only one in three counties who 
handles cases like this and he’s pretty 
busy.” 

I knew the doctor he meant. Everyone in 
Clemens and all around knew, but no one 
ever did anything about it. Karen Tucker 
had had him, we were all sure, for the 
“ruptured appendix” that had cost her her 
life the year before. and I wasn’t having 
him no matter what happened. After all, 
we could always get married. 

“Now?” Kent acted as if I'd suggested 
a ticket on the first rocket to the moon. 
“Don’t be silly, Patti. I'll be going into 
the service in a month or so and you have 
two more years of school, to say nothing 
of your three years’ nursing training. Ill 
find out about this doctor and get an ap- 
pointment.” 

If he did he could keep it himself. 

“Maybe I’m wrong, after all. We can 
wait another week and see,” I said. 

“Just so we don’t wait too long.” Kent 
was ready to believe I was imagining 
things. but he was wary, too. “He won’t 
touch a case if it’s too late.” 

A week later was too late, even if I’d 
been interested in the doctor. I tried to get 
up one morning and the room spun and 
spun and when I laid back down I got sick 
and had to rush to the bathroom and just 
let it spin. Mom came up to see why I 
was still in bed and she was real worried 
because I was sick. 

“Td better call a doctor.” She fussed 
with my pillow. “It might be appendicitis.” 

“It’s just something I ate at the party 
last night, probably.” I told her, wishing 
Icould blurt it all out. “I’ll be all right.” 

She brought me a glass of fruit juice and 
set it by the bed and fussed some more and 
then went back down to her work. I tried 
alittle of the juice and it came up so I just 
laid there and felt miserable until around 
ten when I finally made it to my feet. By 
noon I could go downstairs and I managed 
two pieces of toast and a cup of tea and by 
supper I felt pretty good and thought may- 
be it was all over. 


THE SAME THING happened the next 

morning, though, and this time Mama 
knew it wasn’t appendicitis or something 
I ate. She knew what it was and when I 
settled down enough she was there, not 
throwing herself around or bawling me out. 
just sitting there. waiting. 


The hardest part about what was happening 
was to face Mama and Daddy, but I knew 
Kent would stand by me when I needed him 


I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t. I kept 
my eyes shut but I could see her face just 
as plain as if I was watching her. I could 
see the lines come in and her eyes get 
darker with hurt and I wanted to crawl on 
her lap and bawl. 

“Why, Patti?” 
wearily. “Why?” 

“Kent and I love each other.” 

“You're just barely sixteen and have no 
idea in the world what love is really like. 
This isn’t it. believe me.” 

“Then I’d like to know what it is.” It 
was love—Kent had said so time after time. 
When people loved each other, time and 
rules didn’t count. 

“Don’t you know?” There was a trace 
of bitterness behind the tears in her voice. 
“Though it’s really our fault for letting 
you go with him. We knew he was too old, 
too experienced, but we wanted you to have 
fun on your own. And we trusted you.” 

“Tt’s not exactly a crime to love so much 
you can’t wait, is it?” I asked, fretfully. 
“After all, Kent and I are in love and we've 
been planning on getting married when he 
gets out of the service and I get out of 


she asked. 


finally. 


training.” 

“You expected to get by with it for that 
long? Or even for it to last? Patti, Patti, 
I thought we’d done better with you than 
that.” She left me then. and I knew it was 
because she didn’t want me to see her cry. 

Daddy had to be told, too, that night. 
He didn’t say anything. No criticism, no 
condemnation, just all of a sudden getting 
older, like Mama had. “Will he marry 
you?” he asked. 

“Of course he will. He loves me and I 
love him.” 

“Men have gotten girls by using that ap- 
proach since time began,” he told me, 
plainly. “And girls keep falling for it. 
Somehow I thought you might be different, 
but I guess we asked for it by giving you so 
much freedom.” 

That was the hardest part. They didn’t 
blame me, they blamed themselves and 
here it was my life. They felt they’d made 
a mistake, when I’d simply done what I 
wanted to with my own life and my own 
body. After all, they both belonged to me. 

They didn’t though. They belonged to 
Mother and Daddy and Janie. To Grand- 
mother and Grandfather and my children. 
Only I didn’t realize that. then. 

Daddy made me call Kent and tell him 
to come Janie wasn’t there. and I 
was glad. I’d have to tell her, but it would 
be easier to tell her we were getting mar- 
ried right away and then tell her why. 

When Daddy told Kent we'd have to get 


over. 


married right away he looked at me and 
frowned. I couldn’t say anything. | 
wanted him to know how they’d found out 
but I wanted him to say he loved me and 
this wouldn’t make any difference, so 
they’d know how it was. 

Only he didn’t say it. “She’s awfully 
young to get married, isn’t she?” he asked. 

“Much too young.” Daddy agreed. “But 
no younger to marry than to do what you’ve 
done.” Mother winced as if he’d slapped 
her and I felt a little sick. Daddy really 
made the whole thing show up cheap and 
common, “You're old enough, though, and 
you’re the only one she’s gone with for 
months so it’s either marriage or a pater- 
nity suit and I don’t much care which.” 

Kent flushed. “Ill marry her. We'd 
sort of planned on it when she got out of 
school, anyhow.” 

“Then you should have kept it in the 
planning stage.” Daddy told him. “You'll 
get married now, but with this provision. 
You will support Patti and pay all ex- 
penses of the baby for a year. Then, if 
Patti wants to come home, she'll be free to 
do so and I'll give her a home end help 
with the baby. But you will have to pay 
your share of the expenses and you’l have 
to give her a divorce if that’s the way she 
wants it.” 

“Maybe we shouldn’t even get married. 
My religion doesn’t allow divorce.” Kent 
had a sullen look. “I could help on the 
expenses.” 

“You'll get married and you'll have to 
work out your own solution for your reli- 
gion. I doubt if it sanctions this sort of 
thing, either.” 

I wanted to be alone with Kent, to hear 
him say how much he loved me and to tell 
him why the folks had found out, but he 
and Daddy made arrangements for us to 
get our license the next day and he left 
without even asking me to walk to the car 
with him. 

Somehow, Kent was failing me. I had to 
admit it, alone in the room Janie and I had 
shared. Daddy had given me an out and 
I'd been sure Kent would refuse it, and tell 
them how much we loved each other, but 
he hadn’t, and by morning I was thinking 
about that out. Maybe we weren’t so much 
in love. Maybe there was something in this 
thing about waiting, if it’s really love. If 
there was, then Daddy was giving me a 
chance to save something from my life, 
anyhow. 


GREW UP in the three days before we 
could get married, with the blood tests 
and waiting period. Hearing Janie cry in 
the night. and wanting to join her. watch- 
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! had to face the fact: I had been wrong 
all my life. But that didn’t mean I had 


to be wrong forever. Maybe IT could change 


Viama move about the house as if she 
iddenly twenty years older—all of it 
1e grow up more than anything else 
[ didn’t think about the baby. It 

t real, somehow. 
were married in our preacher’s house 
was against Kent’s religion but he’d 
least, that way, he could probably 
t annulled as far as the church was 
rned if I walked out on him at the 
f the year. 
In’t know Kent, during those days. 
ver once spoke of love and I kept 
x myself he was upset because of the 
und the way Daddy had acted and 
ing would be all right, once we were 
married. 
way, it was. At least, it was better. 
re married and Kent wanted me and 
first time I felt easy about giving in 
lovemaking so it was all right for 
I had hated it that his mother and 
refused to come to the wedding. 
sister was there, and Janie and 
nd one of the men at the skating 
[t wasn’t anything like the wedding 
ind I had sometimes planned. I 
light blue linen suit instead of the 
white satin and lace I’d always pic- 


hadn’t been married two weeks be- 
Kent enlisted in the army. He hadn’t 
1e about it, just came home and told 
d signed up and would go for his 
il the first of the week. 
at about me?” 
hrugged. “I'll get an allowance for 
You can follow me. Won’t 
ch but it’s the best I have to offer. 
yu can talk your father into taking 
or the duration.” 
uldn’t even try. I wasn’t going to 
Daddy to help me when he’d made it 
plain he didn’t want to. I'd go along 
Kent and we’d manage, somehow. 
asn’t easy. You sure can’t get much 
soldier’s pay and I had to find part 
work to make ends meet even in the 
little one room apartment we had 
ase. Mama and Daddy drove down 
iday and Mama wanted me to come 
with them and I wanted to, if only 
would ask, too. 
he didn’t. He put it plain. “You 
this, Patti. For a year, it’s your 
yours and Kent’s. If you want to 
out after that, if you really love 
ther enough to try to make a go of it, 
I! help all I can. Or if you find it 
really love but just animal hunger, 
can come back home and I'll 


| pass. 


help you all I can to pick up the pieces 
and make some kind of a fresh start.” 

Kent had a lot to say about Daddy, when 
they’d gone, and we had our first really big 
quarrel. After that, things got worse and 
worse and I had to admit what I hadn’t be- 
fore Mama and Daddy were there. Kent 
was seeing other girls and there wasn’t 
anything I could do about it. 

Actually, I found out I didn’t want to do 
anything about it. As long as there were 
other girls he left me alone and that’s all 
I wanted as the months wore on and the 
child within me got bigger and heavier. 

It wasn’t that I was sick. After the first 
three months I felt swell. I didn’t think 
much about the baby. It didn’t seem real, 
even after I could feel him moving inside 
me and the time got closer and closer. 

Once in awhile Kent and I had times 
that were pretty good. Not at all like I’d 
pictured marriage. but still we had fun 
together and for a little while it seemed as 
if everything would work out. I know now 
those times were when Kent had finished 
with one girl and hadn’t settled on a new 
one. 

I didn’t know it then, though, and I 
clung to those brief days. It was during 
one of those good times that Kent said, 
“Shouldn’t you have some baby clothes? 
The baby’s due in a couple of months. 
What’s he going to wear?” 

“Mama sent some diapers and shirts. I 
hadn’t thought much about it.” 

“He'll need more than that. A place to 
sleep, too.” 

“And they all cost money and where is it 
to come from I'd like to know?” 

That shattered that good time for us. 
Kent went into a tirade about how I ex- 
pected miracles on a private’s pay and 
he didn’t see why Daddy had the right to 
set himself up as judge and jury and why 
didn’t he help his daughter out like any 
father would and maybe if he’d been quick- 
er himself. or had some warning, he’d have 
been able to get out of it and not have to 
marry me in the first place. 

I began to get a few things together for 
the baby. though. and he became a fact, if 
not a person. I[ tried not to count off the 
time until the year would be up, and to 
stick to counting the time to when the 
baby would be born, but April 26 had a 
lot more meaning for me than December 


12. 


OMMY WASN’T BORN until the 
eighteenth, and I just got out of the 
hospital in time for Christmas. Christmas 


at home, because the day I went to 
hospital Kent was sent to another camp 
where they were working on some kind 
tests and no wives could go along. 

So Mama and Daddy took Tommy ang 
me home with them on Christmas eve ang 
it was Heaven. There was the big tree ang 
Janie was home from the hospital wher 
she had entered training all by herself 
and I didn’t ever want to see Kent again 

Kent was at the camp for eight weeks 
and then he was sent to another one two 
hundred miles from Clemens and he wrote 
I could join him with Tommy if I wanted 
to and sent the money. 

“T don’t want to go. Daddy was right— 
we weren’t really in love. I want to stay 
right here and when the time is up I'll get 
a divorce.” I told Mama and Daddy. 

“The thing is, Patti, this time you have 
to be absolutely sure what you’re doing.” 
Daddy spoke slow. “I'd like to say stay, 
But it wouldn’t be fair to you or to Kent 
and most of all it wouldn’t be fair to Tom. 
my.” 

“Why not?” I hadn’t told them about the 
other women. I couldn’t now, but I knew 
Kent wouldn’t change and I could never 
stand the other women and Tommy’s find 
ing out about them. 

“Because Kent is his father and you 
have to find out if you have enough be 
tween you for a real marriage.” 

So I went to Kent and he was glad to see 
me and real taken with Tommy and for 
two whole weeks it was real nice and I be 
gan to think maybe things would work out, 

Then I found out Kent was just between 
women again. and the whole thing started 
again and I faced it and myself and I 
knew there hadn’t ever been any real feel- 
ing between us. I'd been out to prove to 
Janie I could manage my own life and 
Kent had just been on the make and he 
knew he’d be the first with me and being 
first with a girl was a sort of mania for 
Kent and he’d never change. 

He didn’t even care too much for Tom- 
my. When he was good, and all cleaned 
up after his bath, Kent liked to play with 
him. But when he cried, or Kent was tired 
or out of sorts, then he wanted nothing to 
do with Tommy and said so. 

So I’m back home with Mama and Dad- 
dy and next week the divorce will go 
through and I'll start picking up the pieces 
of my life to see what can be done with 
them. 

I'm going to summer school, and to 
school next winter on a vocational pro 
gram, working three hours a day and tak 
ing the commercial subjects. That way I 
can help pay my own way and will be able 
to get a fairly good job after I get my 
diploma so I can take care of Tommy and 
me. 

This time it’s really my life and I’m go 
ing to work hard at making it worthwhile. 
And I'll welcome all the help Mama, Dad- 
dy or Janie want to give me. I’ve had 
enough of trying to do it on my own, just 
to prove I can. THE END 
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